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POEM S 
By Dr. S W I F T. 

STELLA'S BIRTH-DAY, 

March 15, 1726. 

rp^ H IS day, whatc'cr the Fates dccwc, 
"*" Shall ftill be kept with joy by me ; 
Tlus day then let us not be told. 
That you are fick, and I grown old $ 
>7or thuik on our approaching illsy 
And talk of fpe£(acles and pills : 
To-morrow wiH be time enough 
To hear fuch mortifying ftufif. 
Yet, fince itom ttsSoa may be brought 
A better and more pleafing thought. 
Which can, in fpite of all decays. 
Support a few remsoning days ; 
From not the grayed of Divines 
Accept for once fome ferious lines. 

Akhoagh we now can form no more 
Long fchemes of life, as heretofore ; 
STet you, while time is running faft, 
Can look with joy on what is pad. 

Vol. IL B Were 



SWIFT'^S POEM'S). 

Were future happinefs and paia 
A mere contrivance of the brain ; 
As atheifls argue, to endce 
And fie their profelytes for vice 
(The only comfort they pfopofer 
To have companions in their woes) r 
Grant this the cafe { yet fure 'tis hard^ 
That virtue, ftyPd its own reward. 
And by all fages undeiilood 
To be the chief of humaa good, 
Should a6iing'diei nmr leave behind 
Some lading pleafure in the mind,. 
Wliich By remembrance willaflWagc 
Grie^ (icRnefi, poverty, and age,. 
And ftrongly ihoot a radiant dart' 
To fhine through life's declining part,' 

Say, Stella ; feel you no content, 
Refle£Ung on a life wcll-fpent ? 
Your fkilful hand cmpfoy'd to fave 
Dcfpiiring wretches from the grave ; 
And then fuppojrnng with your ftore 
Thofe whom you dragged from death before ^ 
So Providence on? mortals waits, 
Preferving what it firft creates. 
Your generous boldnefs to defend' 
An innocent and abfcnt friend ; 
That courage which can make you jufL 
To merit humbled in the duft; 
The deteftation you exprcfs 
t%c vice in all its glittering dxcfs t' • * • 



STELLA'S BIJITH-ClAV. 3: 

That patience under tottering pain» 
IVhere flubbem Stoicks would complain^ 
Muft diefe like em^ dtadoMrs^ paf^,^ 
Or forms refleded from a glafs ? 
Or mere chimens in the mind» 
That fLjf. and leaie. no marks behind t 
Does not the body thrive and grow 
By food of twenty years agp^? 
Andy had it not been. UdM fupply'(^ 
It muft a thoufand times have died^ 
Then who with reafon can maintain 
That no etfeds of food remain ? 
And is not vinue in mankind 
The nutriment that feeds the mind^ 
Upheld by each good a£^ion pail,^ 
And (till continued by the laft > 
Then» who with reafon can pretend 
That all efTe^ls of virtue end > 

Believe me» Stella^ when you (how 
That true eontempt for things belo>y^ 
Nor prize your life for other ends 
Than merely to oblige your friends ; 
Your former a£Hons ckim. tlicir parr,. 
And join to fortify your heart. 
For Virtue in her daily race. 
Like JanuSy bears a double face ; 
Looks back with joy where ihc har gone. 
And therefore goes witK courage on : 
She at yourfickly couch will wait, 
. . A^d guide you to a better fVate. 



SWIFT'S POEMS. 

O then, whatever Heaven intends. 
Take pity on your pitying friends I 
Nor let your ills aflfeft your mind. 
To fancy they can be unkind. 
Me, furely me/ you ou^t to fpare, 
"Who gladly would your fuffcring Aarc ; 
Or give my fcrap of life to you, 
And think it far beneath your due { 
You, to whofe care fo oft* I owe 
That I 'm alive to tell you fo. 



i 



HORACE, BOOKL ODEXIV. 

Paraphrafed) and infcribed to Ireland. 1726.^ 

THE INSCRIPTION. 

' Poor floating ifle, toft on ill-fortune's waves, 
Ordain'd by fate to be the land of flavesj 
Shall moving Delos now deep-rooted (land : 
Thou, fix'd of old, be now the moving land .> 
Although the metaphor be worn and fUle, 
Betwixt a ilate, and vefTel under fail ; 
Let me fuppofe thee for a fliip a-while. 
And thus addrefs thee in the Tailor's flyle : 

T T N H AFP Y Ihip, thou an retum'd in vsun : 
. ^^ New waves ihall drive thee to the deep again. 
Look to thyfelf, and be no more the fport 
Of giddy winds, but make fome friendly port. 

Lofl 



HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XIV. 5 

Loft are thy oars, that us*d thy courfe to guide» 
Likctfaithful counfellors on either fide. 
Thy maft, which like fome aged patriot flood 
The (ingle pillar for his country's good, 
To lead thee, as a ftaff dircGts the blind. 
Behold it cracks by yon rough eafiirn wind. 
Your cables burft, and you muft quickly feel 
The Waves impetuous enter at your keel. 
Thus commonwealths receive a foreign yoke. 
When the. ftrong cords of union once are broke. 
Torn by a fudden tempeft is thy fail. 
Expanded to invite a milder gale. 

As when fome writer in a public caufe 
His pen, to fave a finking nation, draws. 
While all is calm, his arguments prevail \ 
The people's voice expands his paper-fail ; 
Till power, difcharging all her ftormy bags. 
Flutters the feeble pamphlet into rags. 
The nation fcar'd, the author doom'd to death, 
Who fondly put his truft in popular breath. 

A larger facrifice in vain you vow ; 
There 's not a power above will help you now : 
A nation thus, who oft' Heavefn^s call negle£ls. 
In vain from injur'd Heaven relief expefts. 

'Twill not avail, when thy ftrong fides are broke. 
That thy-defcent is from the Britilh oak ; 
Or, when your name and family you boaft, 
Froqi fleets triumphant o'er the Gallic coaft. 
Such was lerne's claim, as juft as thine. 
Her fons defcended frcm the Britifli linej 

B 3 Her 



6 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

Her matchlcfs fons, whofc valour ftill remains 
On French records for twenty long campaigns t 
ITet, from an emprefs now a captive grown. 
She fav'd Britannia's rights, and loft her own. 

In (hips decayed no mariner confides, 
Lur'd by the glided ftem and painted fides ; 
Yet at a ball unthinking ibols delight 
In tlie gay trappings of a birdi-day night : 
They on the gold brocades and fattins rav'd. 
And quite fbrgot their country was en(lav*d. 
Dear veflTcl, flill be to thy fleerage juft, 
"Nor change thy courfe with every fudden guil ; 
Like fupple patriots of the modem for^ 
Who turn with every gale that 'blows from court. 

Weary and fea-fick<when in thee confin'd. 
Now for thy fi^ety cares diftra£t my mind ; 
A*i thofe who long have ih>od the florms of fbce 
Retire, yet flill bemoan their country's fate. 
Beware, ^d \Vhen you hear thefurges roar, 
Avoid the roclks on Britain's angry fhore. 
They lie, alas ! too eafy to be found j 
JEor thee alone they lie the ifland round. 



VERS 



I 7 3 

tVEmSES OK THE tfUDDEM DRYING- Uf OP 

ST. PATRICK'S-WELL, 

«EAE TEHflTT'COLMiOB, DUBLIII» r7i«. 

"IIT bbly 'zcal iiifpirtl, ^uad led by fame, 

^'^ Ta tlwe, onoe favoorite iilc, with joy I came ; 

VHiaz time the Goth, the Vandal, and the Hun, 

Had my own native Italy * o'cr-jcuiu 

hmCf to the world's reiaoteflpam, 

Renown'd'for valour, .policy, and arts. 

Hither from Cokhos f, ■ with the fleecy oie, 
-Jafon arri?'d two thouiand years before. 
Thee, happy ifland, Pallas caird her own, 
\Vhen haughty 'Biitain was aland unknown.^: 

♦ Italy was not properly tlic native place of St. Pa- 
iriek, but the place of his education, and where he re- 
.ccived his roiHion ; and becaule he had his new birth 
tlwre, heace, by poetical licence, and by fcripture-figuft, 
wir author calls that country his native Italy. I ai s h Ed. 

f Orpheus, or the antient author .of the Greek poem 
Ml the Argonautic expedition, whoever he be, fays, 
thatjafoo, who manned the fhip Argos at Theflaly^ 
(ailed -to Ireland. jRisji £d. 

X Tacitus, in the life of Julius Agricola, fays, that 
•ibe harbours of Ireland, ,on account of tl^eir commerce, 
were better known.to the world tlian thofc of Britain. 
4lllSH £9. 

^ 4 T> ,: 



8 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

From thee, with pride, the Caledonians trace 
The glorious founder of their kingly race : 
Thy martial fons^ whom now they dare defpifCf. 
Did once their land fubdue and cmHze : 
Their dreis, their laaguagt, amitlieS^otti(hff«M^ 
Confefs the foil from whence the vidx>r9 came *. 
Well may they boaft that ancient blood, which ruasr*-' 
Within their veins, who are diy younger fons t» - 

* The argument here turns on, what the author of 
courfe took for granted, the prefent Scots being the d*- 
fccndants of Irilh emigrants* This h£k, however tm^ 
was not in Dr. Swift's time afcertained with any degree 
of precifion. Ireland even to this day ^remains fnper* 
*' ilitiouily devoted to her antient hiflory," and ** wrapt 
" hcrfelf in the gloom of her own legendary annals.^ 
Mr. Whitaker has difplayed an uncommon fund of 
knowledge on this very curious fubjeft, both in his 
"Hiflory of Mancheftcr," and in « The Genuina 
« Iliftory of the Britons ajQTertcd." N. 

f •* The Scots (fays Dr. Robcrtfon) carry their p»- 
•* tenfions to antiquity as high as any of their neigh-* 
•* hours* Relying upon uncertain legends, and the tra- 
** dirions of their bards, ftill more uncertain, they rcc» 
•* kon up a ferics of kings feveral ages before the birthn 
** of Chrifl) and give a particular detail of occurrences, 
" which happened in their reigns. In the beginning of 
" the fixteenth century, John Major and HeGtov 
" Boethius publiflied their Hiftories of Scotland ; tho 
•* former a fuccindt and dry writer, the latter a copious 

"and 
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A conqueft and a colony from thee. 

The mother-kingdom left her children free) 

From thee no mark of flaveiy they felt : 

Not fo with thee thy bafe invaders dealt ; 

Invited here to vengeful Morrough's aid ^^ 

Thofe whom they could not conquer, they betray 'dv 

''and florid- one; and both equally credulous. Noc 
''many years afKr, Buchanan undertook tl>e fame 
" work ; and if his accuracy and impartiality had I)ecn 
" in any degree equal to the elegance of his taAe, and 
** to the purity and vigour of his ftylc, his hiftory might 
" be placed on a level with the moil admired com}x>(i- 
" tions of the ancients. But, inflead of rejc6^ing tha 
" improbable tales of Chronicle- writers, he was at tlie 
" utmoil pain» to adorn them, and hath cloathed witiv 
" all the beauties and graces of d^ion thofe legends 
" which formerly had only its wildnels and extrava- 
" gance." — On the authority of Buclianan and his pre- 
decefTors the hiftorical part of this poem fcems founded^ 
ts well as tlie notes figned Irish £d. fome of which, 
I believe, were written by the Dean himfelf, N. 

♦ In the rtig;n of king Henry II, Dermot M*Mor- 
rough, king of Lcinfter, being deprived of his king- 
dom by Roderick O'Connor, king of Connaught, he 
invited tlie £ngli(h over as auxiliaries, and promifed 
Richard Strangbow earl of Pembroke his daughter and 
all his dominions as a portion. By this afiifLance, 
M'Morrough recovered his crown, and Strangbow be- 
came poircifcd of all Leinfler. Irish £0. 

j B itain 
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'Britamy by thee we fell> ungrateful iile I 
Jfot by thy valourj but fuperior guile : 
Britain, with ihamey confefs this land of mine 
Tirft taught thee human knowledge and divine *i 
My prelates and my fludents, 'feut from hence. 
Made your fons convens both to God and fenfe : 
Not like the paftors of thy ravenous breed. 
Who come to fleece the flocks, and not to feed. 

Wretched lerne ! with what .grief I fee 
The fatal changes Time hath -made in thee ! 
The Chriftian rites I introduced in vain : 
Lo 1 infidelity retum'd again ! 
Freedom and virtue in thy fons i found. 
Who now in vice and flavery are drowned. 

By faith and prayer, this croiier in my hand» 
I drove the venom'd ferpent from thy land ; 
The (hepherd in his bower might flecp or (ing f. 
Nor dread the adder*s tooth, nor lcorpion*s (ling. 

•* St. Patrick arrived in Ireland in the year 431, and 
•compleated the conveHion of the natives, which had 
been begun by Palladius and others. And, as bilhop 
Nicholfon obferves, Ireland Toon became the fountain 
of learning, to which all the Weflern ChrilHans, as 
w^ll as the Englifii, had recourfe, not only for in- 
flrudions in the principles of religion, but in all forts 
of literature, vhc Le^auU .et Siholaftic^ eruditkmt 
gratia. Irish Ed. 

f There are no fnakes, vipers, or toads, in Ireland 1 
.and even frogs were n6t known here until about the 
rye'ar t7«o. The magpyes came a ihort rime before- 7 
mA the'NDrway rats (ince. Irish Ed. 

With 
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With aniens ttfc* I fbove to wtrn thy fwains» 
Xkiyuk%9 the types of thy impending chains. 
9 feB^&e nugpye from the Britift foil. 
With reltlefs heak thy blooming fruit to fpoil^ 
To din tlune ears with nnharmonious clack. 
And haunt diy holy walls in white and black. 
'What elfe are thole thou feeft in biihops* geer, 
Who crop the nurferies of learning here ; 
Af[nring, greedy, full of fenfelefs prate. 
Devour the church, and chatterto the (late } 

As you grew more' degenerate and bafe, 
I fent you millions of the croaking race ; 
Emblems of infeCts vile, who fpread their fpawn 
Through all thy land, in armour, fur, and lawn^ 
A naufeous brood, that fills your fenate walls, 
And in the chambers of your viceroy crawls 1 

See, where that new*devouring vermin runs, 
Sent in my anger from tlie land of Huns ! 
With harpy<^aws it undermines the ground. 
And fttdden fpreads a nunierous off't^pring round. 
Th* tmplubious tyrant, with his ravenous band, 
Drttns all thy lakes of fi(b, of fruits thy land. 

Where isrthe holy well that bore my name } 
Fled to the fountain back, irom wlience it came ! 
•Fair Freedom's emblem once, which fmoothly flows. 
And bleffings equally on all beflows. 
Here, from the neighbouring* nurfery of arts. 
The ftudents, drinking, rais-*d their wit and parts ; 

♦ The univerfity of Dublin, called Trinity College, 
Ain» fbxinded by queen Elizabeth in 1591. Irish Ed. 
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Here, for an age and more, improvM their vein^ . 
Their Phoebus I, my fpiing their Hippocrene. 
Difcourag'd youths ! now all their- hopes inuft £uIa 
Condemned to country cottages and ale ; 
To foreign prelates make a.flaviih courts 
And by their fweat procure a mean fupport; 
Or, for the clafTicks, read " Th' Attorney's Guide %** 
Colle£^ cxcife, or wait upon the tide. 

Oh ! had I been apoftle to the Swifs» 
Or hardy Scot, or any land but this ; 
Combined in arms, they had their foes defied. 
And kept tlieir liberty, or bravely died. 
Thou ftill with tyrants in fucccffion curfl. 
The laft invaders trampling on the firil : 
Nor fondly hope for fome revcrfe of fate, 
Virtue herfelf would now return too late. 
Not half thy courfe of mifery is run, 
Thy greateft evils yet are fcarce begun. 
Soon fhall thy fons (the time is juil at hand) 
Be all made captives in their native land ; 
When, for the ufe of no Hibernian bom. 
Shall rife one blade of giafs, one ear of com } 
When (hells and leather fhall for money pafs. 
Nor thy opprefTing lords afford thee brafs *. 
But all turn leafers to that f mongrel breed, 
Who, from thee fprung, yet on tliy vitals feed i 

* Wood's ruinous projeftin 1724. Irish Ed. 
t The abfentecs, who fpent die income of their Irilh 
eflaus, places, and pcaiiojis, in England. Irish Ed. 

Who 
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Who td yon mrenoas iile thy tteaforos bear. 
And wafte in luxury thy harveds there 1 
For pride and ignorance a proverb grown. 
The jell of wits, and to the court unknown* 

I fcorn thy fpnrious and degenerate 4kie, 
And fipom this hour my patronage reiign. 

ON READING DR, YOUNG'S SATIRES 

C A L L JB D 

THE UNIVERSAL PASSION, 

BY WHICH HE MEANS PRIDE. 

X726. 

T F there be truth in what you (ing, 
*** Such god4ike virtues in the king 2 
A minifler * fo fill*d with zeal 
And wifdom for the common-weal : 
If he t who in the chair prefidea 
So fleadily the fenate guides : 
If others, whom you make your theme. 
Are feconds in the glorious fcheme : 
If every peer, whom you commend. 
To worth and learning be a friend : 
If this be truth, as you atcefl. 
What land was ever half fo bleft ? 

♦ Sir Robert Walpole, afterwards earl of Orford. 

t Sir Spencer Compton, then fpeakcr, afterwards 

carl of Wilmington. 

^ No 
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No falfehood now .among the great. 
And tradefmen now no longer cheat ; 
Now on the bench fair Juftice ihiiies ; 
Her fcale to neither fide inclines : 
Now Pride and Cruelty are flown. 
And Mercy here exalts her throne : 
For fuch is good-example's power. 
It does its office every hour. 
Where governors are good and. wifef 
Or elfe the trueft maxim lyef : 
For fo we find all ancient (ages 
Decree, that, aJ exemplum regh^ 
Througli all the realm his virtues run, 
Kipening and kindling like the fun. 
If this be true, then how much more 
When you'have-nam'd at leaft a fcore 
Of courtiers, each m their degree,. 
If poflible, as good a^ he ? 

Or take it in a different view. 
1 a(k (if what you fay be true) 
If you affirm the prefent age 
Deferves your fatirc's keeneft rage r 
If that fame unrverfal pajjion 
With every vice hath fill'd the nation : 
If virtue dares not venture down 
A iingle flep beneath the crown : 
If clergymen, to fliew their wt, 
Praife cU^ks more than holy writ : 
If bankrupts, when they are undone. 
Iota the (enatc-houie can run« 
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And fell their votes tt foch a rate. 

As will retrieve a lofbeftate : 

If law be fach a partial whore. 

To fpare the rich, and plague the poor : 

If thefe be of all crimes the worft. 

What land, was ever half fo curft ? 



THE DOG AND THIEF. 1726. 

OUOTH'thc thief to the dOg^, let me intayour door^ 
And I '11 ^ve you. thefe delicate bits. 
Q^th the dog, I (hall then be more villain than you 'le^ 

And be^es muft be out of my wits. 
Tour delicate bits mll'notferve me a meal, 

But my mafier each- day gives me brsad^r 
You '11 fly, when you get what you came here to fteal,. 
And £ mud be- hang*d in your (lead. 

The flock- jobber thus firom Change-alley goes down» 

And tips you the freeman a wink ; 
J^ me have but your vote to ferve for the town. 

And here is a guinea to drink. 

Says the freeman, yotar guinea to-night would be fpenti 

Your ofifers of bribery ceafe ; 
1 11 vote for my landlord^ to whom* I pay rentj 

Or elle I may forfeit my leafe. 

From London they come, iilly people to choufe,. 

Their lands and their faces unknown : 
Vho 'd vote a. rogue into the parliament-houfe,. 

That would turn a man out of his>own }■ 
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ADVICE 

TO THE GUTl-BTREET V£llS£-WKlT£ltS. tjli* 

'VT E poets ragged and forlorn, 
^ Down from ycmr gatrera haftej 
Ye rhymers dead as foon a$ born, 
Not yet confign'd to pafle ; 

I know a trick to make you thrive ; 

Oj 'tis a quaint device ; 
Your flilKbom poems iktU revive. 

And icorn to wrap up fpice, 

<5et all your verfce printed fair, 

Then let them well be dried ; 
And Curll muft have a fpecial care 

To leave the margin wide. 

Lend thefe to paper-fparing* Popcj 

And when he fits to write, 
No letter with an envelope 

Could give him more delight. 

When Pope has fiU'd the margins round. 

Why then recall your loan ; 
Sell them to Curll for fifty pound. 

And fwear they are your own. 

* The original copy of Mr. Pope's celebrated tranfla- 

tion of Homer (prefervcd in the Bricifli Mufeum) is 

almoft entirely written on the covers of letters, and 
r ? i__^ ^i_-ii r-^L-. iJ>^ ^1 r..i -Rf 
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TO A LADY, 

Who defircd the Author to write fome Verfes 

upon her in the Heroic Style. 

Written at Loni>on in 1726, 

A FTEI^ venting all my fpitc, 
*■ -^ Tell me, what have I to write ? 
Every error I could find 
Through die mazes of your mind, 
tiave my bufy Miife employ'd 
Till the company was cloy'd. 
Are you pofitive and fretful, 
Heedlefs, ignorant, forgetful? 
Thofe, and ffc^enty follies more, 
I have often told before. 

Hearken what my lady fays : 
Have I nothing then to praife ? 
Ill it fits yo\i to be witty. 
Where a fault fhould move your pity. 
If you think me too conceited. 
Or to paffion quickly licated ; 
If my wandering head be lefs 
Set on reading than, on drefs ; 
If I always feem too dull t*ye ; 
I can folve'the diflfi— culty. 

You would teach me to be wife ■; 
Truth and honour how to prize ; 
How to fhinein converfaiion. 
And with credit fill my ftation ; 

Vol. II. C Hovs 
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How to reliih nodons high f 
How to live, abd hAw to die. 

But t was decreed by Fate— 
Mr. Dean, you come too late. 
Well I know, you can difceni, 
I am DOW too old to learn i * 
Folliety fipom my youdi inflill'dy 
Have my foul entirely fill'd > ♦ 
In my head and heart they center. 
Nor will let your ledbns enter. 

Bred a fondling mnd an heirefs { 
Dreft like any Lady Mayorefs ; 
Cocker*d by the fervants round. 
Was too good to touch the ground i 
Thought the life of every lady ^ 
Should be one continual play-da^— • 
Balls, and mafquerades, and fliows, 
Vifits, plays, and powder'd beaux. 
Thus you have my cafe at large. 
And may now perform your charge. « 
Thofe materials I have fumilh'd, 
When by you refined and bumiih*d. 
Mud, that all the world may know 'em. 
Be reduc'd into a Poem. 

But, I beg, fufpend a while 
That fame paultry> burlefque ilyle i 
Drop for once your conftant rule. 
Turning all to ridicule; 
Teaching others 1k>w to ape you ; 
Coun nor Parliament can fcape you i 
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Treat the publick and 3rcrar friends 
Both alike, while neither mends. 

Sing my praife in ftrain fublime : 
Treat me not with doggrcl rhyme. 
lis bat juft, you ihould producey 
With each fault, each fault's excufe s 
Kot to publiih every trifle^ 
And my few perfections ftifle. 
With fome gifb at leaft endow me. 
Which my very foes allow me. 
Am I fpightfuly proud, unjuft ? 
Did I ever break my truft > 
Which of all our modern dames 4 

Cenfures lefs, or lefs d^ames ? 
In good-manners am I faulty ? 
Can you call me rude or haughty ? 
Did I e*er my mite withholA 
From the impotent and old ? 
When did ever I omit 
Due Kgard for men of wit ? 
When have I efieem exprefs'd 
For a coxcomb gaily drefs'd ? 
Do I, like the female tribe. 
Think it wit to fleer and gibe ? 
Who with lefs defigning ends 
Kindlier entertains her friends ; 
With good words and countenance fprightly. 
Strives to treat thcmmore politely } 

Think not cards my chief diverfion s 
Tis a wrong, unjuft afperiion ; 
» C a Never 
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Never knew I any good in *cni, 
But to dofe my head like laudanum. 
We by play, as men by drinking, 
Pafs our nights, to drive out thinking. 
From my ailments give mc Ictfure, 
1 ihall read and think with.pleafure.; 
Convcrfation learn to reltih, 
And with books my mind embclliih. 

Now, methinks, I hear you cry, 
Mr. Dean, you mull reply. 

Madam, I allow 'tis true.: 
All thcfe praifcs are youi^ due. 
You, like fome acute philofopher. 
Every fault have drawn a glofs over ; 
Placing in the llroageft light 
All yo\ir virtues to my fight. 

ThQi:\gh you lead | blanaelefs life. 
Arc an humble prudent wife, 
Anfwcr all domeflic ends : 
What is this to us your friends ? 
Though your children by a nod 
Stand in awe without a rod; 
Tliough, by your obliging fway. 
Servants love you,. and obey; 
Though yeu treat us with.afmUe; 
Clear yaur looks, and.fmooth your Ayle;,^ 
Load our plates .from every. di(h ; 
This is not the thing we wiih. 
Colonel ^■— ■ may be your debtor.; 
Wc expefi employment bettei. 
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'itoxx muft learn, if you would gam us, 

"With good fenfe to entertain us. 

Scholars, when good fenfe defcribing, 

Call it tafling and imbibhtg: 

Metaphoric meat and drink 

Is te underfland and think r 

We ma^^ carve for others thusr 

And let others carve for us j 

To difcourie, and to attend. 

Is, to help yourfelf and friend! 

Converfation- is but carving j 

Carve for all, yourfelf is ftarving r 

Give no more to every gueft. 

Than he 's able to digeft ; 
' Give him always of the prime j 

And but little at a time. 

Carve to all but juft enougfi : 

Let them neither ftarve nor ftufF: 

And, that yoa may have your due,. 

Let your neighbours carve for you.- 

This com pari fon will hold, 

Could it well in rhyme be told 

How converfing, liftening, thinking,. 

Juftly may rcftmble drinking 5 

For a friend a glafe you €11, 

What is this but to inftill? 
To conclude this long eflTay ; 

Pardon, if I difobey j 

Nor, agatnft my natural vein,, 
^j Treat you in heroic flrain. 

C 3 I, 
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If as all the pariih knows. 

Hardly can be grave in psofe : 

Still to laOly and lafkiog fmiky 

HI befits a lofty flyle. ■ 

From the^ planet of my Inrth 

Rencounter vice with mirth* 

Wicked miniilers of flate 

I can eaiier fcom tftan hate ; 

And I £nd it anfwers right : 

Scorn torments them more than fpight» 

All the vices of a court 

Do but ferve to make me fport. 

Were I in foiAe fordgn realm, w 

Which all vices overwhelm ; ' \ 

Should a monkey wear a crown, 

Muft I tremble at his Arown ? 

Could I not, through all his ermine, 

'Spy the ftrutting, chattering vermin ? 

Safely write a fmart lampoon. 

To expofe the brifk baboon * ? 

When my Mufe officious ventures 
On the nation's reprefenters : 
Teaching by what goUen rules 
Into knaves they turn their fools : 
How the helm is rul'd by Walpole, 
At whofe oars, like ilaves, they all pull; 
Let the vei)el fplit on (helves ; 
With the freight enrich themfelves : 
* This poem, for an obvious reafbn, has been mo- 
tilated m many editions. N. 

Safe 
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; within my littk wiieny, 

their madnefs makes me merry t 

e the watermen of Thames, 

>w by, and call them names s 

e the ever-laughing fage, 

I jeft I fpend. my rage * 

tough it muft be underftood» 

ould hang them, if I cou^) s 

can but fill my nitch, 
tempt no higher pitch ; 
ye to D'Anvers and his mate 
Kims wife to ruk the fkte. 
:eney deep, accompliih'd, Sc. JohnSp 
irge the villains with, a vengeaace : 
me, though the fnlcll be noifome, 
p their bums ; let * Caleb boife 'em t 
;n apply Ale£^o's.whip, 

they wriggle, howl, and ikip* 
leuce is in you, Mr. Bean : 
at can all this paifion mean I 
ition courts I you 'U ne'^ bei quiet 
:orruptix)ns running riot. 

as it befits your (Ution ; 
le to ufe and application : 
with fenates keep a fufs. 
^mit ; s|nd anfwer thus : 
cb lyAnvcrs was the name alTumed by Arohurft, 
niible writer of The Craftfman. This unfor- 
BUQ was negle^ed by his noble patrons, and 
M^ant and obfcurity. N. 

C 4 If 
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If the machinations bcewing» 

To com pleat the public niin» 

Never once could have the power 

To affeft me half an hour j 

Sooner would I write in buikihsy 

MournfuPclcgies on * Bluefkins.. 

If I laugh at Whig and Tory ; 

I conclude a fortiori f 

All your eloquence will fcaice 

Drive me from my favourite ^arce. 

This I muft infift on: for, as 

It is well obferv'd by f Horace^ 

Ridicule hath greater power 

To reform the world, than foun 

Horfcs thus, let jockies judge clfe, • 

Switches better guide than cudgels. 

Baftings heavy, dry, obtufe, ♦ 

Only dulnefs can produce ; 

While a little gentle jerking 

Sets the fpirits all a-working. 
Thus, I find it by experiment. 

Scolding moves you Icfs than merriment. 

I may ftorm and rage in vain j 

It but (lupifies your brain. 

But with raillery to nettle 

Sets your thoughts upon their mettle } 

Gives imagination fcope ; 

Never lets your mind elope ; 
* The famous thief, who, whilft on his trial 
Old Bailey, ftabbed Jonathan Wild. N. 
' + " Ridiculum acri, &c.** 
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Drives out brangling and contention. 

Brings in reafoa and invention. 

For your fake, as well as mine, ' 

I the lofty ftylc decline. 

I ihoutd make a figure fcurvy, 

And your head turn topfy-turvy. * . 

If w1k> love to have a fiing • 

Both at (enate-houfe and king ; 
That they might fome better way tread,. 
To avoid the public hatred ; 
Thought no method more commodious,. 
Than to iEcw their vices odious ; 
Which I choft to make appear. 
Not by anger, but a fneer. 
As my method of reforming 
Is by laughing, not by forming 
(For my friends have, always thought* 
Tendernefs my gfeateft fault) 5 
Would you have me change my ftyle ? 
On your faults na longer fmile ; 
But, to patch up all our quarrels, 
Qjiote you texts from Plutarch's Morals; 
Or from Solomon produce 
Maxims teaching Wifdom*s ufe ? 

If I treat you like a crown'd-head, 
You have cheap enough compounded ; 
Can you put-in higher claims. 
Than the owners of St. James. 
You are not fo great a grievance. 
As the hirelings of St. Stepheki's. 

You 



a YOUNG LADY'S COMPLAINT, 

FOR 

Tbc Stay of the DEAN in ENGLA*ND. 1726. 

T>LOW, ye Zephyrs, gentle gales 5 
^ Gently fill the fwellmg fails. 
Neptune, >^th thy trident long, 
Trident three-fork'd, trident fbong j 
And ye Nereids fair and gay. 
Fairer than the rofe in May, 
Nereids living in deep caves, • 
Gently waih'd with gentl^^Yaves; 
Nereids, Neptune, lullafleep 
Ruffling florms, and ruffled deep $ 
All around, in pompous ftace^ 
On this richer Argo wait ! 
Argo, bring my Golden Fleece ; 
Argo, bring him to his Greece. 
Will Cadenus longer ftay ? 
Come, Cadenus, come away ; 
Come with all the hafie o£ loce. 
Come unto thy turtle-dove. 
The ripen*d cherry on tlic tree 
Hangs, and only hangs for thee ; 
Lufcious peaches, mellow pears, 
Ceres with her yellow cars. 
And tlie grape, both red and white, 
Grape infpiring juft delight ; 

All 
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All are ripe^ and courting fue 
To be pluck*d and prcfs'd by you. . 
Pioks have loft t^eir blooming red, 
Mouniing hang their drooping head^ 
Every flo^r languid feems. 
Wants the colouf of thy beams, 
Benns of wondrous force and power,. ' 
Beams reviving. every flower. 
Come, Cadenus,. blefs once more, 
y Blefs .again thy native ihore ; 
Blefs again this drooping ifle, 
Make its weeping beauties fmile. 
Beauties that tMne abfence mourn,.. « 
Beauties wiihing thy Ibtum. 
Come, Cadenus, come widi hafbe,. 
Come before the winter's blaft.; . 
Swifter than the ligli^ing fly;. 
Or I, like YanelTa, die« 



A LETTER TO THE DEA 

WHEN IN ENGLAND. 1726. 

■^OU will excufc me, I fuppofe, 
•*■ For fending rhyme inftead of profe, 
Becaufe hot weather makes me lazy j 
To write in metre is more eafy. 

While you are trudging London town, 
I 'm ilroling Dublin up'and downj 



A I^ETTER TO THE DEAN. ^ 

IVhile you convcrfe with lords and dukes, 
I have their betters here, ^my books : 
Fix'd in an elbow-chair at cafe, 
I chufe companions as I pleafe. 
I *d rather have one fingle ihelf 
Than all my friends, except yourfelf-j 
Tor, after all that can be faid, 
* Our beft acquaintance are the dead. 

While you 're in raptures with Fauflina *:; 
1 'm charm'd at home with our Sheelina. 
While you are ftarving there in ftate, 
1 'm cramming here with butchers meat# 
You fay, when with thofe Icwrds j^u dine. 
They treat ^u \yith the bcft of wine, 
•Burgundy, Cyprus, and Tokay j 
* Why fo can we, as well as they. 
7 * No reafon then, my dear good Dean, 
But you fhould travel horn Again. 
What tltough you may n't in Ireland hope 
'To find fuch folk as Gay and Pope ; 
If you with rhymers here would ft are 
\ -But half the wit that you can fpare, 

I M lay twelve. eggs, that, in twelve day«. 
You 'd make a dozen of Popes and Gays. 
Our weather 's good, our iky is clear, 
We 've every joy, if you were here; 
So lofty and fo bright a iky 
Was aeverfeen by Ireland's eye I 

* :Signora F^uftina, a femous Italian finger. 

Itlunit 
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I think it fit to l«t ^u kiMnv, 

This week I flrall fo Q^^tlca go ; 

To fee M*Faydcn'« horney hrotheft, 

Firfl fuck, and after ball their mothers; 

To fee, alas ! my widier'd trees ! 

To fee what all the country fees ! 

My flunted quicks, my £iinifli*d beeres. 

My fervants fuch a pack of thieres ; ' 

My ihatter'd firs, my blafted oaks, 

My houfe in common to all folks ; 

Ko cabbage for a^ngle fpail, 

My turnips, carrots, parfnips, fail ?* 

My no green peas, my few green fprottts ; 

My mother, always in the pouts ; * 

My horfes rid, or gona afbray j 

My fifli all ilorn, or run away ; * 

My mutton lean, my pullets old, 

My poultry fl:anr*d, fhe corn all fold. 

A man, come now from Q^ilca, fays, 
** tbey *vc * itern the locks from all your keys :" 
But, what muft fitt and vex me more, - 
He fays, " ^biy flole the keys before. 
" Tbey *ve ilolej;^ the knives from all the forks j 
•* And half the cows fit)m half the fhxrks." 
Kay more, the fellow fwears and vows, 
'* T^bty 've (loPn the fhiiks from half the cows t" 

* Tbey is the grand thief of the county of Cavto { 
for whatever is ftolcn, if you enquire of a fervant about 
k, the anfwer Is, ***7'^£^ have flolenk." Faulk her. 

With 
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With many loore accounts df wt>6 { 
Yet, though the devil be thetie, 1 11 go ? 
Twixt you and mc, the retfen 's ckntr, 
Becaufe I 're More Texatioa here. > 



PALINODIA. 
HORACE, BOOK I. ODE XVI. 

/^ REAT Sir, than Phoebus more Arkie, 
^^ Whofe vcrfes far his rays out-(hinCy 

Look down upon your quondam foe ; 
Oh ! let me never write again. 
If c*er I difoblige you, Dean, 

Should you compailion ihow. 

, Take thofe IiMnhicks whicWI wrote. 
When anger made me piping hot. 

And give them to your cook. 
To (inge your fowl, or fave your pafle. 
The next time when you have a feaft j 
They '11 fare you many a book. 

To bum diem, you are not content ; 
I give you then my free cOnfent, 

To (ink them in the harbour : 
If not, they *11 ferve to fct off blocks. 
To roll on pipes, and cwift in lock« { 

So give them to your barber.^ 

a Or, 
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Or, when you next your pbyikk take^ 
I muft intreat you> thea to make .' 

A proper •application;. 
•Tis what I^'ve done myfclf l>e£9i?e^ 
With Dan's fine thoughts, and many more;. 

Who gave me provocation. 

What tannot mighty sengcr do? 

It mikes the weak the ftrong purfue, * 

A goofe attack a fwan ; 
>It makes a woman, tooth and nail, 
•Jler hinband's hands and' face alTail, 
While he -s no longer man. 

"Though fome, we find, are more difcrect, * 
^Before the world are wondrous fvveet, 

And let their h\ilbands heftor : 
:But, when the World's afleep, they wake. 
That is the time they chufe to fpeak ; 

Witnefs thp curtain-lcfti^re. 

^uch was the cafe with you, I find : 
All day you could conceal your mind j 

But when St. Patrick's chymes 
.Awak'd your Mufe (my midnight curfe, 
'When I en^ag'd for better for worfe). 

You fcolded with your rhymes. 
•Have done ! have done ! J iiuit the field. 
To you, as to my wife, I yield : 

As flie muft wear the breeches ; 
t%o fliall you wc^r the laurel crown. 
Win it, and wear it, 'tis your own; 

The poet's only i4ches. 

^ JSEC 
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BEC'S BIRTH. DAY*^ 
Novembers, 1^26* - 

^Tr* HIS Aiy, dear Bee, is thy nativity ; 

"^ Had Fate a luckier one, Ihe M give it ye : 
^he chofe t thread of grcateft length 
And doubly twiiled it for Ibrength { 
l^or will be z\At with her fhears 
To cut it off thefe forty years. \ 

Then who lays care will kill a cat ?' 
Rebecca fiiews they *re out in that. 
For (he, though over-run with care. 
Continues healthy^ fat, and fair. 

As, if the gout ihould feiee the head, 
Bo£^ors pronounce the patient dead ; 
But, if tjiey can , by ^11 their arts, 
Eje£l it to til' extremeft parts. 
They give the iick man joy, and praife 
The gout, that will prolong his days* 
Rebecca thus I gladly greet. 
Who drives her cares to hands and feet s 
For, though philofophers maintain 
The Umbs are guided by the brain, 
tjuite contrary Rebecca's led. 
Her hands and feet condu6^ her head. 
By arbitrary ^wer convey her? 
She ne'er confiders why, or where : 
Her hands may meddle, feet may wander. 
Her head is but a mctt by-l^ander ; 

Vol.. H, D And 
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And all her buftling but fupplies 
The part of wholefomc exerctfe. 
Thus nature hath refolv'd to pay her 
The cat's nine Eves, and eke the care. 

Long may. (he live, and help .her friends 
'Wh<yie'er it (ijits her private ends j 
Dotnellic bufincfs never, mind 
Till coffee has her ftomachlin'd j 
But, when her brea\;fafl gives her couragi;. 
Then thiiik on Stella's chicken-porridge ; 
*I mean when Tiger * has .been fcrv*d, 
?Or clfe.poor Stella may be flarv'd. 

May Bcc have, many an evening nap, 
^With Tiger ilabbering in her lap j . 
-But always |ake a fpecial care 
She does not oveifet.tbe chairl 
Still be fhe curioub, never hearken 
To any fpeccM but Tiger's barking! 

And whcniihc 's in another. fccne, 
Stella long c!fa(J, Ivut.fiift the Dean, 
May fortune and her coffee get her 
Companions .that will.pleafe her better"! 
Whole afternoon^ mil fit btfide her, 
Hov for neglects pr l)lunders. chide her, 
A goodly fci as can be.feund 
Of hcaity gofljps piaiiugiound.; 
.Frcfti from a wedding or a. chriftening. 
To teach her eats the art of. liftening, 

-• Mrs. Dingley*s.favouritc lap-dog. .^ee next page 
' .. -Ajui 
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And pleafc her more to hear them tattle. 
Than the Dean ilorm, or Stella rattle. 
Late he her death, one gentle nod» 
When Uennet, waiting with his rod, 
"Shall to Elyfian fields invite her. 
Where there will be no cares tof right her ! 

ON THE COLLAR OF TIGER, 

MRS. DINOLEY'S LAP-DOG. 
P R A Y Ileal me not; I 'm Mrs. Dingley's, 
^ Whdie heart in this four-footed thing lies. 



EPIGRAMS ON WINDOWS. 

Moft of them written ia 1716. 

L On a Window^t an Inn. 

TXTE fly from luxury and wealth, 
^^ To Ivardfliips in purfuit of health ; 
From generous wines af^d coftly'fare, 
And dozing'in an cafy-chair; * 
Purfue the Goddefs Health in vain, 
To find her in acoumry fcene, 
And every where her footftfeps trace, 
And fee her marks in every face ; 
And ftill her favourites We meet, 
Crouding the roads with naked fe^ 
Bur,oh! fo faintly wc purfue*, 
Wetito*6€ ctin have her full in view. 

Da U, K^ 
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IL At an Inn in England* 

'Tp H E glafe, by bvere nonfcnfe blurred, 
"*" Dims and pbfcures our fight : 
So when our paifions Love hath ftirr'd. 
It darkens Reafon's light. 



HI. Another. 

'T^ H £ church and clergy here, no doubt, 
"*" Art very near a-kin ; 
Both weather-beaten are without { 
And empty, both within. 



IV. At C H E 8 T E It. 

TUf^ landlord is civil, 
'^^*- But dear, as the d— 1 : 
Your pockets grow empty. 
With nothing to tempt ye : 
The wine is fo four, 
'Twill give you a-fcouri 
The beer and the ale 
Are mingled with ihle* 
The veal is fuch carrion^ 
A dog would be weary on* 
All tliis I have felt. 
For I live on a ibaelCi 



V. Aimtki^ 
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V. Another, in C h e s t £ r. 

np H E walls of this town 
-■- Arc full of renown. 
And (bangers delight to walk round 'cm s 

But as for the dwellers^ 

Both buyers and fellers, 
J^or me, you may hang 'em, or drown 'em. 

VI. Another, atHoL yh ead*. 

r\ NEPTUNE ! Neptune I muft I fliU 

^^ Be here detain'd againft my will ? 

Is this your juftice, when I 'm come 

Above two hundred miles from home ? 

Oer mountains ftecp, o*er dufty plains. 

Half choak'd with duft, half drown'd with rains 5 

Only your Godihip to implore, 

To let me kifs your other fliorc ? 

A boon fo fmall ! but I may weep, 

Whilft you 're, like Baal, faft aikep. 

VIL Another, wntten upon a Window where 
there was no Writing before. 

np H AN K S to my ftars, I once can fee 
"*" A window here from fcribbling free : 
Here no conceited coxcombs pafs, 
To fcratch their paultry drabs on glafs ; 
Nor party-fool is calling names. 
Or dealing crowns to George and James. 

.♦ Thcfc verfes are iigncd J — K— , but written, if^ 
11 is prcfumed, in Dr. Swift's hand. 

Da ^^ 
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VIIL On feeing Ve r s e s written. upon 
Wi N Dows at Inns,. 

'T* HE fage, who faid he fliould be groud* 
"^ Of windows in his breaft, 
Bccaufe he ne'er a thought allowed 
That might not be confeft; 

His window fcrawlM by every rake, 

His breaft. again would cover ^ 
And fairly bid the devil take 

The diamond aod. the. lover. 

IX. Another, 

"D Y Satan taught, all conjurers know 
•*^ Your miftrefs in a glafs to Ihow,. 

And yoacan da as much : 
In this the devil and you agree :. 
None e'er made verfes woifc than he. 

And tiiine I fwear are fuch. 



X, ANO^flEft. 

np HAT love is the devil, 1 '11 prove wRen requir'df 
•*■ Thofe rhymers abundantly fliow it ? 
They fwear that they all by love are infpii^d> 
And the devil 's a damnable poet. 

TO 
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TO JANUS, ON NEW.YEAR'S«Da£. 

'T^WO-fac'd Janus, god of Time 1 
■*• Be my Phoebus while I rhime ; 

To oblige your crony Swift, 

Bring our dame a new-year's-gift : 

She has got b'ut half a face ; 

Janus, fince thou had a brace; 

To niy lady once be kind ; 

Give her half thy face behind. 
God of Time, if you be wife; 

LoDk not with your future eyes ; 

What imports tliy forward iight ?• 

Well, if you could lole it quite. 

Can you take delight in viewing 

This poor ♦ }flc*s approaching ruin; 

When thy rctrofpeftion vaft 

Sees the glorious ages pad ? 

Happy nation, were we blind. 
Or had only eyes behind ! 

Drown your morals^ madam cricsj 
1 *11 have none but forward eyes j 
Prudes dccay'd about may tack. 
Strain their necks with looking back,- 
Give me Time when coming on : 
Who regards him when he's gone ? 
By the Dean though gravely told, 
Kew years help to make me old ; 
Yet r find a new year's lace 
BurniJOies an old year's face : 
Give me velvet and quadrille, 
I'll have youth and beauiy ftill. ^ 

•Ireland. A PAS 
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A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 
Written after the Newi of the ♦ King's Death* 

KiCHMOND-LODGE is a houfe withafmall park be* 
longing to the Crown. It was ufually granted by the 
Crown for a leafe of years. The Duke of Ormond 
was the lad who had it. After his exile, it was 
given to the Prince of Wales by the King. The 
Prince and Princefs ufually paflcd their fammer 
there. It is within a mile of Richmond. 

Marble-hill is a houfe built by Mrs. Howard, then 
of the bed-chamber, now countefs of Suffolk, and 
groom of the flole to the Queen. It is on the Mid- 
dlefex fide, near Twickenham, where Mr. Pope 
lived, and about two miles from Ridimond-lodge» 
Mr. Pope was the contriver of the gardens, Lord 
Herbert the archite£k, the Dean of St. Patrick's chief 
butler and keeper of the Ice-houfe. Upon King 
George's death, thefe two houfes met, and had tha 
following Dialogue. 

T N fpight of Pope, in fpight of Gay> 
"■- And all that he or they can fay | 
Sing on I muil, and (ing I will 
Of Richmond-k>dge and Marble -hilt. 

* George I. who died after a fhort (icknefs by eating 
t melon, at Ofnaburg, in his way to Ilanover, 
June II, 1727.— The poem was carried to court, and 
read to kbg George II. and queen CaroHne. 

5 Laft 
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Laft Friday ntght, as neighbours ufe. 
This couple met to talk of news : 
For by old proverbs it appears. 
That walls have tongues, and hedges ears* 

Marble-hill. 
Q£Oth Warble-hill, right well I ween. 
Your miftfcfs bow is grown a queen : 
Tou '11 ^nd it foon by woeful proof ; 
She '11 come no more beneath your roofl 

Richmond-lodge. 
The kingly prophet well evinces. 
That we fhould put no truft in princes r 
My royal mailer promised me 
To raife me to a high degree ; 
But now he 's grown a king, God wot, 
I fear I fliall be ibon forgot. 
You fee, when folks have got their ends. 
How quickly they negle^^ their friends ^ 
Yet I may fay, *tfwi« roe and you, 
Pray God, they now may find as true t 

Marble-hill. 
My houfe was built but for a (how. 
My lady's empty pockets know; 
And now (he will not have a fiiilling. 
To raife the (lairs, or build the cieling^ 
For all the courtly madams round 
Now pay four (hillings in the pound : 
rris come to what I always thought : 
My dame is hardly worth a groat. 

Had 
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Had you and I been courtiers born, 
We fhould not thus have lain forlorn z- 
for thofe we dextrous courtiers call^ . 
Can rife upon their maAtn'/mlL- 
But we, unlucky and unwife, 
"MaH/ali becaufe our mailers rife, . 

Richmond-lodge. 

N My mailer, fcarce a fortnig^ht fmce,. 
Was grown as wealthy as a prince ; 
But now it will be no fuch thing, 
For he *\l be poor as any king : 
And by his crown wil.l nothing get. 
But like a king to run in debt. 

Marble-hill. 
No more the Dean, that grave divine^, 
Shall keep the key of my no— wine? 
My ice-houfe rob, as beretofbre. 
And ileal my artichokes no more ; 
Poor Patty Blount no more be feen. 
Bedraggled in my walks fo green ^ 
Plump Johnny Gay will now elope; 
And here no more will dangle Pope. 

RlCHMOND-LODGB.. 

Here wont the Dean, when he 's to feeky> 
To fpunge a break fail once a week ; 
To cry the bread was flale, and mutter 
Complaints againil the royal butter. 
But now I fear it will be faid, 
No butter flicks upon his bread. 
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We foon fhall find him full of fpleen. 
For want of tattling to the queen ; 
Stunning her royal ears with talking $ 
His reverence and her highnefiviiS^vck^i 
Whilft lady Charlotte *, like a ftrollcr. 
Sits mounted on the garden-roller. 
A goodly fight to fee her ride 
With ancient Mirmont f at her (ide. 
In velvet cap his head lies warm ; 
His hat for Ihow beneath liis arm. 

Marble-^ill. 
Some -South-Sea broker from the city' 
Will purchafe me, the more *s the pity ; 
Lay all my fine plantations waile 
To fit them to his vulgar taftc j 
Chang'd for the worfe in every part. 
My mafter Pope will break his heart. 

Richmond-lodge. 
In my own Thames may I be drowndedy. 
If e'er I ftoop beneath a crown'd-hcad t 
Except her majefVy prevails 
To place me with the prince of 'Wales 5 
And then I iltall be free from fears, 
For he '11 be prince thefe fifty years* 
I then will turn a courtier too, ■ 
And fcrve the times, as others do. 

* Lady Charlotte de Roully, a French lady. 
t Marquis de MirmoAt, a French man of quality. 

Pli 
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Plain loyalty, not bulk on laope^ 
I leave to yOur contriver. Pope : 
None loves his king and country better, . 
Yet none wfts ever lefs their debtor. 

Marble-hill. 
Then let him come and take a nap 
In furomer on my verdant lap : 
Prefer our villas, where the Thames is. 
To Kenfington, or hot St. James's ; 
Nor (hall I dull in filence fit ; 
For 'tis to me he owes his wit ; 
My groves, my echoes, and my birds^^ 
Have tauglK him his poetic words. 
We gardens, and you wildemefTes^ 
Ailift all poets in difbciTes. 
Him twice a week I here expe^y 
To rattle Moody * for negle6l j 
An idle rogue, who fpends his quartridge 
In tippling at the Dog and partridge i 
And I can hardly get him down 
Three times a week to bruih my gown. 

RlCHMOND-LOZ>6£. 

I pity you, dear Marbie-hill ; 
But hope to fee yon floariih ftill. 
All happinefs-v-and io adieu. 

Marblb-hill. 
Kind Richmond-lodge, the fame to you. 

* The gavdtDM-. 

DESlft 
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DESIRE AND POSSESSION, tjij, 

^T^IS ftrangc, what difFerent thoughts infpire 

■*• In men, Poffcffion and Defire 1 
Think what they wifh fo great a Wcfllng; 
%o dif appointed when poflfe fling ! 

A moralift profoundly fage 
XI know not in what book or page. 
Or whether o'er a pot of ale) 
Related thus the following talc. 

Pofleflion, and Dcfire his brother. 
But ftill at variance wiih each other. 
Were feen contending in a race ; 
And kept at firfl an equal pace : 
*Tis faid, their courfe continued long ; 
For this was active, that was fhrong: 
Till Envy, Slander, Sloth, and Doubly 
Milled them many a league about. 
Scduc'd by foroe deceiving lighti^ 
Hiey take the wrong way for- tht Tight ; 
Tlupough iGppery lyy^oads dark and deep^ 
They often dimb, and often cre^ 

Dcfire, the fwifter of the two. 
Along the plain like lightning flew t 
TTill, entering on a broad high-way, 
Where powir and titUi fcatter'd Jay, 
He drove to pick up all he found, 
And by cxcnrfions loft his ground : 
Ko fooner got, dian' with difdain 
Bothscw dkem on the ground agarinj 
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And haded forward to purfue 
Frefli objefl:s fairer- to his viewj 
In hope to fpring fome nobler game ; 
But»all he took was juft the fame : 
Too fcornful now to flop his pace. 
He fpurn|d them ia his rival's face. 

PoflelTion kept the beaten road ; 
And gathered all his brother (IrowM; 
'But overcharg'4f»and out of wind, 
Though flrong in limbs, he lagg'd behind. 

Defire had now the goal in fight : 
>It was a tower .of mon(lrou« height ; 
Where on the (ummit Fortune ilands, 
.A crown atid fceptre4n her hands ; 
"Beneath a cha(m as deep as hell, 
'Where man5^«lK)ld adventurer fcU. 
Defirc in rapture gaz'd a while. 
And faw tlve treacherous goddefs fmile;. 
iBut, as he climU'd to grafp the crown, 
She knocked him with the fceptre down. 
He tumbled in the gulf^i .profound ; 
There dq^m'd to whirl an endlefs round. 

Pofleflion's load was. grown fo great, 
:He funk beneath the curoberous weighu , 
And,' as he now expiring lay, 
•Flocks every ominous bird, of prey ; 
The raven, vvjlture, owl, and kite, 
At once upon his carcafe light, .... 
And, ilrip his hide, and .-pick ^his' bones, 
^egardlefsof his d.yii^..groaii$.. 
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•ON CENSURE. 172^. 
^"^TE wife, inftruft mc to endure 

^ An evil, which^ admits no cure ; 
Or, how this evil can be borne. 
Which breeds at once both hate and fcom. 
Bare innocence is no fupport, 
"When you are try'd in Scandal's court. 
? Stand high in honour, wealth, or wit : 
All others, who inferior lit, 
^Conceive themfelves in confcience bound 
To join, and drag you to the ground. 
Your altitude offends the eyes 
•Of thofc who want the power to rife. 
The world, a willing flander-by, 
iDclines to aid a fpecious lye : 
Alas ! they would not do you wrong-; 
■But all appearances are flrong ! 

Yet whence proceeds this weight we lay 
On what detiafting people fay? 
•For let mankind difcharge their tongues 
Jn venom, till they 1)urft their lungs. 
Their utmoft malice cannot make 
Tfour head, or tooth, 'or ifinger ake ; 
Tlor fpoil your fhape, diftort your face. 
Or put one feature out of place ; 
Nor will you ffcd your fortune fink 
By what they fpeak or what they think ; 
Nor can ten huncfred thoufand lyes 
Make you lefs virtuous, learned, or wife. 

The moft effectual* WHy to baulk 
'ttlieir naHce, is— >to let them talk. 
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THE FURNITURE 

OF A WOMAN'S MIND. X7»7, 

A Set of phrafcs learnt by rote ; 
•^ ^ A paflion for a fcarlet-coat j 
When at a play to laugh, or cry, 
Yet cannot tell the reafon why ; 
Never to hold her tongue a minute, ^ 

While all (he prates has nothing in it; 
Whole hours can with a coxcomb fit, 
And take his nonfenfe all for wit ; 
Wer learning mounts to read a fong, 
But lialf the words pronouncing wrong; 
31ath every repartee in (lore 
'She fpoke ten thoufand times before ; 
Can ready compliments- fupply 
On all occa6ons, cut and dry; 
Such hatred to a parfon's^ gown. 
The (ight will put her in a fwoon*; 
For converfation weH .endued, 
She calls it witty to he rude ; 
And, placing raillery in. railing. 
Will tell aloud youcr greateft. failing; 
I4or make a icrisple to expofi? 
Your bandy leg, or crooked nofe ; 
Can at her morning -tea^ run oer. 
The fcandal of thj& dajT befioyEe ; 
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Improving hourly in her ikill, 
To cheat and wrangle at quadrille. 

In chufing lace, a critick nice, 
Knows to a groat the lawefl price ; 
Can in her female clubs dlfpute, 
What Knen heft the filk will fuir. 
What colours each complexion match, 
Arid'wliere with art to place a patch. 

If chance a moufe creeps in her fight. 
Can finely counterfeit a fright ; 
"So fweetly fcreams, if it comes near her. 
She raviflies all hearts to hear her. 
Can dextroufly her hufband teafe, 
By taking fits whenever (he pleafe ; 
By frequent pra6bice learns the trick 
At proper feafons to be Tick ,- 
Thinks nothing gives one airs £0 pretty. 
At once creating love and pity 7 
If Molly happens to be carelefs, 
And but negle£l:s to warai her hair-lace. 
She gets a cold as.fure as death, 
And vows ihe Icarce can fetch her breath ; 
Admires how modeft women can 
Be fo robuftidusj like a man. 

In party, furious to her .p9wcr } 
A bittar Whig, or Tory four ; 
Her argttiaents direftly tend 
Againft the fide ihe would defend 1 
Will prove licrfclf a Tory plain. 
From principles die Whigs maintain ; 
Vol. II. E And. 
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And, to defend the "VVhiggiih ca^fcj, 
Her topicks from the Tories dravysi, 

O yes ! if any man can find. 
More virtues in a woman's mind. 
Let them be fent to Mrs. HiMrdipg* | 
She '11 p^y the charges to a fardiing;; 
Take notice, ihe has my commiilloh 
To add them in the next edition ; « 

They may out-fell a better thing : 
So, halloo, boys ; God fave the king ! 

CLEVEH TOM CLINCH 

GOING TO BE HANGED. lyiy, 

A S clever Tom Clinch, whiletherabt>]e wa^bavt^ling, 
^^^ Rode {lately througii Holbourn to die in juscallingt 
He ftopt at The George -^or a bottle, of fack. 
And promised to pay for it when he came back. 
His waiflcoat, and ftockings, and breeches, wen white ; 
His cap had a new cherry ribband to ty« 't. 
The maids to the doors and the balconiies ran. 
And faid, *' Lad(-a-day 1 he's a proper young man!" 
But, as from the windows the ladies he ipyM, . 
Like a beau in the box, hs bow'd low on e^ch fide i 
And, when his lail ipeech the loud liawkers did cry. 
He fworc from his can, " It was all a,damn'd lye I** 
The hangman for pardon fell down on his knee | 
Tom gave him a kick in the guts for his fee r 

• Widow of John Harding, the Drapitr's printer. V, 

Then 
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Then faid, I muil fpeak to tht ptopie i Httte ; 
But I '11 fee you all damn'd before I will • tfjl^le. 
My honefl: friend f VS^Hd ntay he lort|f h6M his plicc, 
He leogthen'd my life with a' whole year of gi^act. 
Take courage, dear comrades, and be not afraid* 
Kor flip this occaiion to follow your trade; 
My coniiuence is clear, and my fpirits are calm. 
And thus I go oflT vtathout prayer-book or pfaUn' ; 
Then follow the praftice of clever Tom Clinch, 
Who hung like a hero, and never would flinch. 

DR. SWIFT TO' MR!. POPE, 
WHILE HE WAS WklTING THE DUNCIAD. 

pOPlE has the talent well to fpeak, 
^ But not to reach the ear j 
His loudeft voice is low and weak, 

The Dean too deaf to hear. 
A while tliey on each other look, 

Then difftrent ftudieschufe : 
The Dean fits plodding on a book ; 
#o^Wtlks^ and^ courts the- Mufe. 
Now backs of letters |, though defign'd 

For tliofc who more will need 'em. 
Are fill'd with hints, and ihterllnM^ 

Himrfelf can hardly read 'em. 
* A cant word for con&iUpg'at thc'gjitldmi 
fThe noted thief-Ciatch^r, un<iir-kiecpS^r of New 
gate, who was hanged for receiving (lolen goods. 
J An allufion to the (xngularity ipentioned p. i6. N. 
E a Each 
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Each 4Hx>m by fome other fbruck 

' All turns and raotions tries : 
Tilly in a lump together (lucky 

. Behold a Poem rife ! 

Yet to the Dean his fliare allot ; 

He claims it hy a canon ; 
That ivitbout fwbicb a thing is notf 

Isy caufafine qua non, 

Thtts, Pope, in vain you boaft your wit 5 

For, had our deaf Divine 
Been for your converfation fit. 

You had not writ a line. 

Of Sherlock •* thus, for preaching fnm'd. 

The Sexton reafon'd wellj 
And juftly half the merit claim*d, 

Becaufe he rang the belt. 



A LOVE POEM 

FROM A PHYSICIAN TO HIS MISTRESS. 

Written at London in the Year 171 7. 

"D Y Poets yre are well aflur'd x 

That Love, alas I can ne'er be cur*Jt 
A complicated heap of iilf, 
Befpifing bolu/es and pills, 

* The Dean of St. Paul's, fatlier to the bifliop. N. 

Ah I 
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Ah I Chloe, this I find is true. 

Since firft I gave my heart to you. 

Now, by your cruelty bard-bound, 

I drain my guts, my coion wound* 

Now jcaloufy my grumbling tripes 

Aflaults with grating, grinding ^n^^/. 

When pity in thofe eyes I view, 

My bonvels wambling make mtjpenitf. 

When I an amorous kifs deiign'd, 

I belcb'd a hurricane of wind. 

Once you a gentle iigh let fall ; 

Remember how 1 fuci'd it all : 

What colic pangs from thence I f^Ir, 

Had you but known, your heart would melt. 

Like ruffling winds in caverns pent. 

Till Nature pointed out a vent. , , 

How have you torn my heart to pieces 

With maggots, humours, and caprices ! 

By which I got the bamorrboids ; 

And loathfome ivorms my anus voids. 

Whene'er I hear a rival nam'd, 

I feel my body all inflam'd ; 

Which, breaking out in boils and blanes, 

\Vixhjello*w Jiltb my linen ftains j 

Or, parch'd wkh unextinguifli'd tbirfl. 

Small-beer I guzzle till I burft : 

And then I drag a bloated corpus, 

Swell'd with a dropjy, like a porpoife; 

When, if I cannot purge oxfiaU^ 

I mu(l be tapp'd to till a paiL 

E 3 DEAN 
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DEAN SWIFT ^T SIR AI^THUJl ACHE$PJ> 
IN THE NORTH OF lJkEhAVT>. 

•*" Our invit^tipn was but flight > 
I faid,— \yhx iw H.*?* *^ ^® will .' 
And fo I bacl^ Sir Arthur write. 

His manners would not let him wair» 
Lefl we fhoujd think ourfelves negk£b4:^ 

And fo we faw him at our gate 
Three days before he w^ expelled. 

•After a week, a month, a quarter. 

And day fucceeding after day. 
Says not a word of his departure. 
Though not a foul would have him fby, 

I 've faid enough to maj^e him bluihy 
Methinks, or elfc th? Devirs in 't j 

But he cares not for it a rufli. 
Nor for my life will take the hint. 

But you, my dear, may let him know. 

In civil language, if he ilays^ 
How deep and foul the roads may grow^ 
. And that he may. command the chaiiie* 

Or you may fay— My wife intends. 
Though I ihould be exceeding proud> 

This winter to invite fome friends, 
And, Sir, I know, you hate a crowd 
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Or, Mr. Dean — I fhould with joy 
Beg you would ^ere. cpntinue ftill, 

Or» Mr. Mocve will take it ill. 
The houfe accounts are daily riiing; 

So much li^ ftiy cloth fweil ttie bills ; 
My deareft life; it is fnrt>riztn^y 

How mudi fi^ eit$^ how ihtich he fwills. 
His brace of ^iip|nei hoiir they ftiiff ! 

And they muit hive three naeals a day. 
Yet nerer think they get enoo^ ; 

His horfes too eat all our hay. 
Oh I if I could, how I would maul 

His uUo^-face and Wainfc6t-pawSy 
His beetle-brows, and eyes, df Watl, 

And make hifn fobn give up the caufe ! 
Muft I be every ntoment chid 

With i Skinny bonia. Snipe, and Lean ? 
Clh ! tiiat i coum but once be rid 

6f ttis infulting Tyrant Dean!' 

Oft * ttryoU GtAss at MARKir-Htiu 
i^tiAit gf^fs ! thoii bear'fl that name as \^ell as t', 
** ']^iig& nibtie caii tell, which ojF us firft ihall diti. 

Ak^WI RED tX'fEM>ORI BY Dr. SwiFT^ 

ME only chance can kill; thou, fm\(it crtaturt, 
Ma/ft die,* like me, by chance; bA niuift by nature. 

* The feat of Achefon Moore, Efn. 
t The Dean ufcd to call Lady Achcion by thofenamcs^ 
E 4 Ck^ 
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ON CUTTING DOWN THE OLD THO 
ATMARKET-HILL* 

A T Market-Hilly as well appears^ 
■^ ^ By chronicle of ancient date,. 
There flood for many hundred years 

A fpacious thorn before the gate.< 
Hither ^ame every village-maid^ 

And on the bou^s her garland hucg p 
And here, beneath the fpreading ihade^. 

Secure from Satyrs fat& and fuag^ 

Sir Archibald f, that valorous knight^ 
The lord of all the fruitful plain. 

Would come and liften with delight? 
For he was fond of rural ftrain. 

* A village near the feat of Sir Arthur Ach< 
where the Dean fometimes made a long viiit. The 
which was a remarkable one, was much admlrec 
the Knight. Yet the Dean, in one of his unaccouBi 
, humours, gave direftions for cutting it down in 
abfence of Sir Arthur; who was of courfe higlil^ 
cenfed, nor would fee Swift for fome time after, 
way^ making lus peace, the Dean wrote this po 
wliich had the defired efFe6t. N. 

t Sir Archibald!. Achefon, fccrctary of ftate 
Scotland. 
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(Sir Archibald^ whofe favorite name 

Shall (land for ages on record> i 

Tiy Scottilhi bards of higheft famc> 

Wife Hawthorndcn and Stirling's lord *.) 

But time witli iron teeth, I ween. 
Has canker*d all its branches round | 

No fruit or blofTom to be feen. 
Its head reclining towards the ground* 

This aged, (ickly, faplefs thorn. 

Which mud, alas 1 no longer fland^ 
Behold the cruel Dean in fcorn 

Cuts down witli facrilegious hancL 
Dame Naturcj when fhe taw tl\e blow^ 

Ailoniih'dj gave a dreadful' ihrieki 
And mother Tellus trembled fo,. 

She fcarcc recover'd in a week- 

V. 

The Sylvan powers, with fear pcrplex'd, 

In pr^dencc and compafTion, fcnt 
(For none could tell whofe turn was next) 

Sad omens of die dire event. 

The magpye, hghting on the flock. 

Stood chattering with inceffant din ; 
And with her beak gave many a knock 

To rouze and warn the nymph withiiu 

« Drummond of Hawthornden, and Sir Wiffiam 
Alexander earl of Stirling, who were both friends ta 
Sir ArcliibaU, and famous for their poetry. 

The 
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The owl forefaw, In peniive mood. 

The ruin of her ancient feat ; 
And fled in hatle, tvith all b^'r brood, 

T# feek a more fecnre rett^at. 

Laft trolled foYth the gentle fwitie^ 
To eai^ h^t itch againft the fttfiA^, 

And difmally wa& heard to ^int, 
All as ihe ferubb'd her iheazly romp* 

The nymph who dwfells in ^vfery tr6c, 
(If all be true that poets chant) 

Condemn'd by Fate's fupret^e dbcree. 
Mud die with her eitpiring plant. 

Thusy whea the gentle Spina fouhd 
The thoth conamitted to her care 

Receiv'd its laO: and deadly WOUnd, 
She fled, and vanifH'd into air. 

But from the root a difmal groan 
Firft iifuing ilruck the murderers '^M§ 

Andy in a ihrill revengeful tone. 
This prophecy he trembling hears:: 

«« Thou chief contrirer of ihy fell, 
" Relentleft Dead, to mifchief bom ; 

<« My kindred* oft' thine hide ihail gall, 
" Thy gown and caiTocfc ofif be torn: 

'*' And thy confederate dame, who brags 
^ That fhe condemn'd me to the fire, 

** Shall rend her petticoats to rags, 

** And wound her legs with every brier. 
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** Nor tliou, lord Arthur ^, (hak efcape i 

^ Td ch«e I often 0(ill'<l in vaui» 
^ Afi;ainfl th^t aiT^CQA in crape ; 

^ Vet thott couldll tamely fee me (lam : 

** Hor, when I fbit the dreadful blow, 
<< Or chid the Doan, er pinched thy fponfe ; 

f* Sipce you (;ould fee me trsated io 
'' (An pM retainer to your hoi»fe)s 

'^ May thai £tU Dean, by whofe commmd 
*f VVafi foraa'd this Machi«viUaii fktt^ 

^ Nm kave « thiAlc on th)! knd; 
^' Then who will own thee for a Soot ^ 

^ Pigs and iimat!cs> cows and tei^^iMs, 

^ Through all thy empire I foiefee, 
** To tear thy hwdges, join in leagues, 

*• Sworn to revenge my thorn and me- 

" An4 thqm, the wretch ordain'd by UiCt, 

^ Neajl Gahagao. Hibemiaa cjkyvm> 
** With, hatchet Ww«cr than thy |jate,^ 

** To hapk my ballow'd timber down t 
** .When thouy. fofpe^ded high in «r>. 

** Dy'iVon a mo^ igni^ble. tree 
<< (For thou ihalt Aeal thy landlord's maiA}« 

** ThpQ>. bloody caitif! think <m mis," 

'* Sir Arthur Achefbiu 
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MY LAD Y»S ♦ 
LAMENTATION AND COMPLAIN'! 

AGAINST THE DEAN. 
July a8, 1728. 



QURE never did man fee 
•^ A wretch like poor 

Nmcy, 
So teaz'd day and night 
By a Dean and a Knight. 
To puni(h my fMis> 
Sir Arthur begins. 
And gives me a wipe 
With Skinny and Snipe f : 
His malice is plain. 
Hallooing the Dean. 
The Dean never (lops, 
When he opens his chops j 
I 'm quite over-run 
With rebus and pun. 

Before he came here 
To fpunge for good cheer, 
I fate with delight. 
From morning till night, 
With two bony thumbs 
Could rub my old gums, 

♦ Lady Achcfon. 
t See p. 55. 



Or fcratcliing my nofc. 
And jogging my toes ; 
But at prefent, forfooth, 
I muft not rub a tdoth. 
When ray elbows he fees 
Held up by my knees, 
My sums, like two props 
Supporting' my chops. 
And juil as I handle 'em 
Moving all like a pendu 

lum; 
He trips up my props. 
And down my chin dropi 
From my head to my heels 
Like a clock without whee! 
1 fink in the fpleen. 
An ufelefs machine* 
If he had his will, 
I fhould never (it flill : 
He comes with his whim^ 
I mod move my limbs; 



I cannc 
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I cannot be fwect 
^^dsoat uiing my feet ; 
To lengthen my breath. 
He tires me to death. 
By the word of all Squires, 
Through bogs and through 

briers. 
Where a cow would be 

flartled, 
I ^m in f pite of my heart led ; 
And, fay what I will, 
HauVd up every hill; 
Till, daggled and tattcr'd. 
My fpirits <juitc ihatter^d, 
I setum hofve at night. 
And faft, out of fpite : 
. For I 'd rather be dead, 
Than it e'er fhould be faid, 
I was better for him 
In ftomach or limb. 

But now to my diet; 
No eating in quiet. 
He HitiU Ending fault, 
Too four or too falc : 
The^wingof a chiok 
I hardly can pick; 
But traih without roeafure 
I fvallow with pleafure. 
Next for his diverlion. 
He rails at my perfon : 



What court -breeding is 

this! 
He takes me to pieces : 
From Ihouldcr to flank 
I 'm lean and am lank ; 
My nofe, long and thin, 
Grows down to my chin ; 
My chin will not (lay. 
But meets it half way : 
My fingers, prolix. 
Are ten crooked flicks : 
He fwears my el— bows 
Are two iron crows. 
Or iharp-pointed rocks, 
And wear out my fmocks : 
To 'fcape them, Sir Arthur 
Is forced to lie farther. 
Or his fides they would gore 
Like the tufk of a boar. 

Now, changing the fcene, 
But (till to the Dean : 
He loves to be bitter at 
A lady illiterate ; 
If he fees her but once. 
He '11 fwcar (he's a dunce; 
Can- tell by her looks 
A hater of hooks j 
Through each line of her 

face 
Her folly can trace; 

Which 



^4 SWIFT'S 

Which fyoah every fcaenre 
Bedow'd her by sacure; 
But feofe- gives a grace 
To «he faomelieft f Jct t 
Wife- boolcfr an4 reflexion 
Win mend thecomplexiOD : 
< A civil Divine I 
I fuppoiey meaning nunel) 
No ladjr TV^ wants ^em 
C^n ever be handfome. 

I gnefs well enough 
IVhat he means by this 

fluff: 
.He .haws and he hums> 
Jit laft out it comes : 
'l^hat, Madam? No walk- 
ing* 
No reading, nor ulking? 
iTou're now in^your prime, 
Make yxk of your time» 
<on(ider» befoce 
Tou come to threefcore. 
How the huffies w^ fleer 
Where-'er you appear : 
*< That filly old pufs 
Would £ain be like us« 
What a figure ibe mado^ 
In her tarnifli'd brocade!'* 

And then he grows mild : 
Come, be a good child s 
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If you are in<ittaf<l 
To ]p(Slift yotti* miwi^ 
Be ador'd by the nen 
Till threefcore aid ten^ 
Aid kill with die fpken 
Thejad^soffixteto; 
I '11 Ihcw you the way': 
Read fix-hours a-day. 
The wits will frequent ye. 
And think you btit twenty* 

Thu6 Wft» I drawn-in-f 
Forgive me my fin. 
At breakfaft he 'U aflL 
An account of my taflc* 
Put a word out of joint> 
Or mifs but a point. 
He rages and frets. 
His manners forgets-; 
And, as I am ierious, . 
Is very imperiout» 
No boctk for delight 
Mud come in my fight ;. 
But, inftead of ne«6^ pluygy 
Dull Bflcon's MayH 
And pCM evtf y day' oo^ 
That nafiy' Pantheon. 
If I be not AfdTudge^ 
Let all the wodd judges 
Twefe better be blind^ 
Than thusbe^onfin'd. 

But, 
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But, s^U im V}< Ul tone^ A hdc whier^ a ral^Utt 

Would fcom to tqjubu^ - 
Dug out in au houjfs 
J^e calls it a bawen 



X in;a,fder pqc« Mi.ltqi?^ 
The D^aiif you ^1 (wear, 
Is at ftu4y or prayer. 
He 's all th^ d^y faunteringf 
With labqurei^ baoteriag, 
•AiRpng his colleagues, 
A parcel of Teagues, 
< Whom he briQgsin among 

us «. 

And bribes with mun- 

dupgus). 
Hail fellow, well met. 
All dirty and wet : 
Fin4 QUty if you can. 
Who's i]|ia(lec, who's mam; 
Who makes the bed figure. 
The Dean or the digger j 
And which is, the befl. 
At cracking a je(L 
How proudly he talks 
Of zigzacks apd walks ; 
And all the day raves . 
Of cradles and caves ; 
And boafts of I^is feats* 
His grottos and feats ; 
Shews aH his gew*-gaws. 
And gapes for applaufe ; 
A fine occupation 
For one in his (lation ! 
5 



But, ok! howwelaugl^ 
To fee a wild calf 
Come, driven, by heat,. 
And foul^ the green feat ; 
Or run helter-ikelter 
To his arbor, for ihelter 
Where all goes to ruin 
The Dean has been doings 
The girls of the village 
Come Hocking for pillage. 
Pull down the fine, bcier^ 
And thorns,, to m«I4k 

fires; 
But yet are tb kind 
To leave fon^ethinij; bc*< 

hind ; 
Nft n^ore ncc4 rbe (aid Oot V 
I fmell whai^ I treadr on *t^ 
Dear friend, dofikor Jenny* 
If I could but win ye. 
Or Walmflcy or Whalcy, 
To come hither dai]y,> 
SiiKe Fortune, my foe, 
Wiii needs have it fo, 
Thai I'm, by hrr frowns, 
CofWeoui'ilto black gowns; 
No 
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No 'Squire to be found 
The neighbourhood round 
(For, under the rofe, 
I would rather chufe thofe) ; 
If your wives will permit 

Come here, out of pity. 
To eafe a poor lady. 
And beg her a play-day« 
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So may you be fecn 
No more in the fpleen ? 
May Walmfley give wine. 
Like a hearty divine \ 
May Whaley difgrace 
Dull Daniel's whey-face t 
And may your three fpoufes 
Let you lie at fiicnds 
lioufes ! 



A PASTORAL DIALOGUE. 1728. 

DERMOT, SHEELAH. 

A NYMPH and fwain, Sheelali and Dermot hight, 
'^ Who wont to weed tlic court of ♦ Gosford 

Knight ; 
While each with flubbed knife remov'd tlie roots. 
That rais'd between the ftones their daily (hoots ; 
As at their work they fate in counterview, 
Witli mutual beauty fmit, their palTion grew. 
Sing, heavenly Mufe, in fweetly-flowing ftrain 
The foft endearments of the nymph and fwain. 

Dermot. 
My love to Slieelah is more firmly fixt. 
Than ftrongeft weeds that grow thefe flones betwixt : 
My fpud thefe nettles from the flones can part ; 
No knife fo keen to weed thee from my heart. 



• Sir Arthur Achcfon.* 



Sheelah. 
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Sheelah. 
Mr love for gentle Dcrmot fader grows. 
Than yon tall dock that rifes to thy nofe. 
Cut down the dock, 'twill fprout again j hut, 1 
Love rooted out again will never grow. 

Dermot. 
No more ^at brier thy tender leg ihall rake t 
{I fpare the thiftles for Sir Arthur's * fake.) 
Sharp ace the H^nes ; take thou this rufhy mat ; 
The hardeft bum will bruife with fitting fquat. 

Sheelah. 
Thy breeches, torn benind, ftand gaping wide ; 
This petticoat fhafl fave thy dear back -fide ; 
Nor need I blufli ; although you feel it wet, 
Dcrmot, I vow, 'tis nothing elfe but fweat. ^ 

Dermot. 
At an old ftubborn root I chanc'd to tug. 
When the Dean threw me this tobacco-plug r 
A longer ha'p'orth never did I fee ; 
This, deareft Sheelah, thou fhalt fliarc with me. 

Sheelah. 
In at the pantry-door this morn I flipt. 
And from the fliclf a charming crufl: 1 whipt : 
+ Dennis was out, and I got hither fafe ; 
And thou, my dear, ihalt have the bigger half. 

• Wlio was a great lover of Scotland. 
•f Sir Arthur's butler. 
Voi. IL F Dermot. 
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Dermot, 

When you faw Tady at long-bullets play. 
You fa^and lous'd him all a fun-ihine day. 
How could youy Sheelah, liden to his tales. 
Or crack fuch lice as his betwixt your nails ? 

Sheelah. 
When you with Onah ftood behind a ditch, 
I peep'd, and faw you kifs the dirty bitch. 
Derraot, how could you touch thefe nafty fluts ? 
I almoft wiih'd this fpud were in your guts. 

Dermq^. 
If Onah once I kifs'd, forliear to chide ; 
Her aunt *s my goilip by my father's fide : 
But, if I ever touch her lips again, 
May I be doom'd for life to weed in rain ! 

Sheelah. 
Dermot, I fwear, though Tady's locks could hold 
Ten thoufand lice, and every loufe was gold ; 
Him on my lap you never more fhall fee ; 
Or may I lofe my wceding-knife— and thee ! 

Dermot. 
O, could I cam for thee, my lovely lafs, 
A pair of * brogues to bear thee dry to mafs f 
But fee, where Norah with the fowins comes — 
Then let us rife, and reft our weary bums. 



* Slioes with fiat low heels. 



ON 
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OH TAB 

FIVEXADIES AT SOT'S-HOLE*, 
WITH THE DOCTORf AT THEIR HEAD. 

N. B. "SFKE LADIES T«.EAT9D THE DOCTOR. 

Sent as from an Officer in the Army. 1.728. 

TT^AIR ladies, number five, 
^ Who, in your merry freaks, 
With little Tom contrive 
To feaft on ale and ftestks; 

While he fits by a-grinning, 

To fee you fafe in Sot's-hole, 
Set up with greafy linen. 

And neither mugs nor pots whole-s 

Alas ! I never thought, 

A prieft would plcafe your palate^ 
3e(ides, I '11 hold a. groat, 

He '11 put you in a ballad f 

Where I fliall fee your faces 

On paper daub'd fo foul, 
They '11 be no more like Graces, 

Than Venus like an owL 

* An alehoufe in Dublin, famous for bccf-ftcaks* 
t Dr. Thomas Sheridan. 

f 1 And 
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And wc (hall take you rather 

To be a midnight pack 
Of witches met together. 

With Beelzebub in black. 

It fills my heart with woe, 

To think, fuch ladies fine 
Should be reduc'd fo low 

To treat a dull Divine. 

Be by a Parfon cheated ! 

Had you been cunning ftagers, 
You might yourCelves be treated 

By Captains and by Majors*. 

See how corruption grows. 

While mothers, daughters, aunts, 
Inftcad of powder'd beaux, 

From pulpits chufe gallants. 

If we, who wear our wigs 

With fan-tail and with fnakc, 
Are bubbled thus by prigs ; 

Z — ds ! who would be a rake ? 

Had I a heart to fight, 

1 'd knock the Doftor down ; 
Or could I read or write. 

Egad ! I 'd wear a gown. 
Then leave him to his birch * j 

And at The Rofe on Sunday, 
The parfon fafe at church, 

I '11 treat you with burgundy. 

* Dr. Sheridan was a fchool-maftcr. 

THE 
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THE FIVE LADIES ANSWER 

TO THE BEAU 

With the Wig and Wings at his Head, 

X7 O U little fcribblin^ beau, 
•^ What daemon- made you write ^ 
Becaufe to write you know 
As much as you can fight. 

For compliment fo fcurry, 

I wifli we had you here ; 
We *d turn you topfy-turvy 

Into a mug of beer. 

You thought to make a farce on 

The man and place we chofc ; 
We 're fure a fmgle Parfon 

Is worth an hundred Beaux. 

And you would make us vafTals, 

Good Mr. Wig and Wings, 
To filver-clocks and taflcls ; 

You would, you Thing of Things ! 

Becaufe around your cane 

A ring of diamonds is fet; 
And you, in fome bye-lane, 

Have gain*d a paultry grizette s 

Shall we, of fenfe refin'd. 

Your trifling nonfenfe bear. 
As noify as the wind, 

As empty as the air ? 

F 3 W^^ 
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We hate your empty prattle 5 
And vow and fweai* 'tii true, 

There 's mpre in ope cliild's rattle 
Than twenty fops like you« 



THE BEAU'S REFLT 

TO THE 

FIVE LADIES ANSWER. 

TTTH Y, how now dapper Black, 
^ ^ I fmell your gown and cafTock^ 
As flrong upon your back. 
As Tifdall* fmells of a fock.. 

To write fuch fcurvy fluff ! 

Fine Ladies never do 't; 
1 know you well enough. 

And eke yoiir cloven foot. 

Fine Ladies, when they write. 

Nor fcold, nor keep a fplutter : 
Their verfes give delight^ 

As fofc and fweet as butter. 

But Satan never faw 

Such haggard lines as thefe : 
They flick athwart my maw. 

As bad as Suffolk -cheefe. 

* A clergyman in the Nortli of Irehnd,^ who had 
made propofals of maniage' to btella. 

THE 
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THE JOURNAL 
OF A MODERN LADY. 
In a Letter to a Person of Quality.' 17a? 

Sir, 

T T was a moft unfriendly part 
"■• In you, who ought to know my heaxt^ 
Are well acquainted with my zeal 
For all the female commonweal — 
How could it come into your mind 
To pitch on me, of all mankind, 
Againft Uie fcx to write a fatire. 
And brand me for a woman-hater ? 
On me, who think them all fo fair. 
They rival Venus to a hair j 
Their virtues* never ccas*d to fing. 
Since firft I learn'd to tune a ftring ? 
Methinks I hear the ladies cry. 
Will he his chara6ler belye ? 
Mull never our misfortunes end ? 
And have we ioft our only friend ? 
Ah, lovely nymphs, remove your fears. 
No more let fall thofe precious tears. 
Sooner (hall, &c. 

[Here federal 'verfes are emtteJ.1 
The hound be hunted by the hare. 
Than I turn rebel to the fair. 

'Twas you engag'd me firft to write, 
Then gave tllfc fubjc6l out of fpitc 1 

F 4 The 
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Tht journal of a modern dame 
Is by my promife what you claim;^ 
My word is paft, I muft fubmit \. 
And yet perhaps you may be bit. 
I but tranfcrtbe ; for not a line 
Of all the fatire (hall be mine. 
Comj>ell'd by you to tag in rhymes 
The common danders of the times, 
Of i)Q€dern times,, the guilt is yours,. 
And me my innocence fecures. 
Unwilling Mufe, begin thy lay, 
The annals, of a female day. 

By nature turn*d to play the rake well' 
(As wc ihall fliew you in the fequel). 
The modern dame is wak'd by noon 
(Some authors fay, not q^uite fo foon), 
Becaufe, though fore againft her will. 
She face all night up at quadrille. 
She ftretchcs, gapes, unglues her ejres. 
And alks, if it he time to rife ; 
Of head-ach and the fpleen complains \ 
And then, to cool her heated brains. 
Her night-govvn and her flippers brought her,. 
Takes a large dram of citron-water. 
Then to her glafs ; and, ** Betty, pray 
•* Don't I look frightfully to-day ? 
** But was it not confounded hard ? 
•* Well, if I ever touch a card ! 
** Four mattadoresy and lofe codilU !: 
<< Depend upon 't, I never wilL 

•* But 
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^ But run to Tom, and bid him fix 
*< The ladies here to-night by fix.** 
" Madam, the goldfmith waits below f 
«* He fays, " His bufinefs is to know 
" If you IT redeem the filver cup 
*^ He keeps in pawn V — " Firft, fhew him up/' 
" Your drefling-plate he '11 be content 
** To take, for interefl cent, per cenU 
" And, Madam, there *s my lady Spadfe 
*< Hath fent this letter by her maid.*' 
*< Well, I remember what fhe won; 
^ And hath fhe fent fo foon to dun ?" 
" Here, carry down thofe ten piftoles 
<« My'hulband left to. pay for coals : 
•* I thank my ftars,. tliey all are light ; 
" And I may have revenge to-night.'* 
Now, loitering o'er her tea and cream, 
She enters on her ufual theme ; 
Her laft night's ill-fuccefs repeats. 
Calls lady Spade a hundred cheats t 
" She ^i^ifpadilb in her breafl, 
*« Then thought to turn it to a jcf! : 
<* There 's Mrs. Cut and fhe combine,. 
** And to. each other give the fign." 
Through every game purfues her talc. 
Like hunters o'er their evening ale. 
Now to another fcene give place : 
Enter the folks with filks and lace i 
Frefh matter for a world of chat, 
Right Indian tMs, right Mechlin diat : 

« Obfervt 
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" Obfervc this pattern ; there 's a fti^ffj 

** I can have cuftomers enough. 

** Dear madam, you are grown (o hard — 

** This lace is worth twelve pounds a yard : 

** Madam, if there be truth in man, 

*< I never fold fo cheap a fan.*' 

This bufmefs of imponance o*er. 

And madam ahnoil dre^s'd by four ; 

The footman, in his ufual phrafe. 

Comes up with^ '' Madam, dinner flays." 

She anfwcrs, in her ufual flyle, 

<« The copk muft keep it back a while : 

** I never can have time to drefs 

" (No woman breathing takes up Icfs) 5 

<* I 'm hurried fo, it makes me (ick j 

" I wi(h the dinner at Old Nick.*' 

At table now (he a6i:s her part, 

Has air the dinner-cant by heart : 

<« I thought we were to dine alone, 

« My dear ; for fure, if I had known 

" This company would come to-day — 

<« But really *tis my fpoufe's way ! 

** He 's fo unkind, he never fends 

«' To tell when he invites his friends : 

<' I wifli ye may but have enough I** 

And while with all this paltry ftuflF 

She fits tormenting every gueft, 

VoT gives her tongue one moment's reft, 

In pbrafes batter *d, flale, and trite. 

Which .<{W)^erii .ladies call polite j 



Yov 
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Tou fee the booby hufband fit 
In admiration at her wit ! 

But let me now a while furvey 
Our madam o'er her eveniiig*fica i 
Surrounded \wth her noify clans 
Of prudes, coquets, and harridans ; 
When, ^ghted at die clamorous cicw#r 
Away the God of Silence flew,^ 
And fair Difcretion left the piac^ 
And Modefty \^th blu&ing face :, 
Now enters overweening Pride, 
And Scand^ ever gaping wide ; 
Hypocrify wkh frown fcvere. 
Scurrility with gibing air r 
Rude Laughter feeming like to bttril>. 
And Malice always judging worft % 
And Vanity with pocket-glafs. 
And Impudence with fcont of brafs^ 
And fhidy'd Affectation came, 
£ach limb and feature out of frame ;: 
While Ignprance, with brain of lead,. 
Flew hovering o'er each female head. 

Why ihould 1 aik of thee, my Mufe^. 
An hundred tongues, as poets ufe, ^ 

When, to give every dame her due. 
An hundred thoufand were too few ? 
Or how ihould I, alas, relate 
The fum of all their fenfelefs prate. 
Their innuenik>s, hints, and danders. 
Their meanings lewd^ and dou^e emendresf 
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Now comes the general fcandal-charge j 
What fome invent, the reft enlarge ; 
And, " Madam, if it be a lye, 
<< You have the tale as cheap as 1 1 
** I muft conceal my author's name j 
<* But now *tis known to common fame." 

Say, £poliih females, bold and blind. 
Say, by what fatal turn of mind. 
Are you on vices moft fevere, 
Wherein yourfelves have greateft fhare } 
Thus every fool hcrfelf deludes j 
The prudes condemn the abfent prudes : 
Mopfa, who ftinks her fpoufe to deaths 
Accufes Cloe's tainted breath ; 
Hircina, rank with fweat, prefumes 
To cenfure Phyllis for perfumes j 
While crooked Cynthia, fneering, fays. 
That Florimel wears iron ftays i 
Cloe, of every coxcomb jealous. 
Admires how girls can talk with fellows ; 
And, full of indignation, frets. 
That women ihould be fuch coquets i 
Iris, for icandal moft notorious. 
Cries, " Lord, the worhl is £o cenforious !" 
And Rufa, with her combs of lead, 
Whifpers that Sappho's hair is red : 
Aura, whofe tongue you hear a mile hence> 
Talks half a day in praife of filence : 
And Sylvia, full of inward guilt, 
Calls^ Amorec an arrant Jilt- 
Now 
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Now voices over voices rife, 
While each to be the loudeft vies r 
They contradift, affirm, difpute. 
No fingle tongue one moment mute ; 
All mad to fpeak, and none to hearken^ 
They fet the very lap-dog barking ; 
Their chattering makes a louder din 
Than fifliwives o'er a cup of gin : 
Not fchoolboys at a barring-out 
Rais'd ever fuch incelTant rout : 
The jumbling particles of matter 
In chaos made not fuch a clatter; 
Far lefs the rabble roar and rail. 
When drunk with four elc6tion-ale. 

Nor do Hiey truft their tongues alone^ 
But fpeak a language of their own ; 
Can read a nod, a ihrug, a look, 
Far better than a printed book $ 
Convey a libel in a frown. 
And wink a reputation down : 
Or, by the tofling of the fan, 
Defcribe the lady and the man. 

But fee, the female club difbands. 
Each twenty vifits on her hands. 
Now all alone poor madam fits 
In vapours and hyfteric fits : 
** And was not Tom this morning fcnt ? 
** I 'd lay my life he never went : 
<* Paft fix, and not a living foul I 
** I might by this have won a vole.** 

A dresd« 
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A dreadful interval of fpleen I 
How ihall we pafe the time between ? 
** Here, Betty, let me take my drops ; 
" And feel my palfe, I know it ik>ps : 
** This head e£ mine, lord, how it fwims 1 
** And fuch a pain in all my limbs !" 
*<* Dear madam, try to take a nap" — 
But now they hear a footman's rap : 
^* Go, run, and light die kdies up : 
•** It muft be one before we fup." 

The table, cards, and counters, fety 
And all the gameiler^ladies met. 
Her fpleen and fits recovered quite, 
Our madam can fit-up all night ; 
-*« Whoever comes, I 'm not within/' — • 
O^adrille 's the word, and fo begin. 

How can the Mufe her aid impart, 
IJnlkiird in all the terms of art ? 
Or in harmonious numbers put 
"The deal, the fhuffle, and the cut? 
The fuperfHtious whims relate. 
That fill a iemale<rgamefler's pate ? 
What agony.of fouLihe feels 
To fee a knave's inverted heels ! 
She draws up card by card, to £nd 
<70od fortune peeping finom behind ; 
With parting heast, and eamefl eyeSf 
In hope to {ttjpaditio rife : 
In vain, alas ! lier hope isrfed $ 
She draws an^ace,. andiiBes it red| 

a In 
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In ready counters never pays:, 

But pawns her fnutF-box, rings, and keys ; 

Ever with fome new fancy fbruek. 

Tries twenty charms to mend her luck. 

" This morning, when the /^^^ came, 

<' I faid I (hbuld not win a game. 

<* This odious chair, how came I Ihick in 't ? 

<* I think I never had good luck in 't. 

<* I 'm fo uneafy in my ftays ; 

** Your fan a moment, if you pkafe. 

*' Stand further, girl, or get you gone | 

'* I always lofc when you look on." 

'* Lord ! madam, you have loft codiile t 

** I never faw you play fo ill." 

*♦ Nay, madam, give me leave to fay, 

** 'Twas you that threw the game away t 

** When lady Trickfey play'd a four, 

" You took it with a friattadore j 

" I faw you touch yoiir wcddtng-ring 

** Before my lady call'd a king ; 

<* You fpoke a word began With H, 

** And I know Whom you meant fo tintch, 

« Becaufe you held the king of hiiafrts ; 

" Fie, fdii^rtiy Uave thefe Ihtle arts." 

** That 's not fo bad" as onethiat riibs 

'* Her chair, to call: the kihg of clubs } 

*^ And makes her partniBr utadtfrftand 

** A maitadoreM in her hand." 

^* Madam, you have no caufe to floiuAce> 

** I fwcar I faw yo^ dmcti tdttchiHoe.^ 

« An<i 
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** And truly, madanci, I know when 
■•* Inftcud of five, you fcor'd me ten, 
-*< Spadillo here has got a mark ; 
-^< A child may know it in the dark: 
^< I gueft the hand : it ieldom fails : 
'** I wifli fome folks would pare their nails.** 

While thus they rail, and foold, and ftorm, . 
It palTes but for common form : 
But, confcious that they -all fpeak true. 
And give each other but their due. 
It never interrupts the game, 
•Or makes them feniible of fhame. 

The time too precious now to wafle;^ 
The f upper gobbled up in hafle.; 
Again afrefh to cards they run, 
As if they had but jufl begun* 
But I ihall not again repeat. 
How oft' they fquabble, fnarl, and cheat* 
At laft they hear the watchman knock, 
-** A frofly morn — paft four o'clock." 
The chairmen are not to be found, 
^* Come, let us play the other round." 

Now all in hade they huddle on 
Their hoods, their cloaks, and g«c them go^e^ 
But, firfl, the wixmer muft invite 
The company to-morrow night. 

Unlucky madam, left in tears 
^Who now again quadrille forfwcars). 
With empty purfe, and aching head, 
Steals to her ilecping fpoufe to bed* 

A DIA- 



A DIALOGUE 

MAD MTJLLINIX* AND TIMOTHY. 

1718. 

M. T OWN, 'ns not my1)rcaa and butter; ' 
^ But prythee, Tim, why all this clutter^ 
Why ever in thefe raging fits, 
Damning to hell flie Jacobites ? 
When, if you fcarch the Icingclom round. 
There 's hardly twenty to be found ; 
No, not among the priefls and friars — 

T. 'Twixt you and me, G — d— n thelyars! 

M. The Tories are gone every man o''er 
To our illuftrious houfe of Hanover ; 
Fiom aU their conduft this is plain j 
• And then — 

T. G-— d — ^n the lyars again! 
Did not an earl but lately vote, 
To bring in (I could cut his throat) 
Our whole accounts of pubHc debts ? 

M. Lord I how this frothy coxcomb frets I [ajidi^ 

T. Did not an able ftatefman blfliop 
This dangerous horrid motion dilh-up 
As popifi craft ? did he not rail on 't ? 
Shew fire .and faggot in the tail on *t ? 

^ A fiiSlitious name. See tlie hiilury of this poem in 
the " IntelKgcnccr," N« viii. N. 

Vol. II. G "^iwvw^ 
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Proving the carl a grand offender. 
And in a plot for the Pretender ; 
Whofe fleet, *tis all our friends opinion, 
Was then embarking at Avignon ? 

lA/nu dull lines mre here furpofdy emitted,'} 
M. Thefc wrangling jars of Whig and Tory 
Are ftalc and worn as Troy-town (lory : 
The wrong* 'tk certain, you were both inf 
And now you €nd you fought for nothing. 
Your faction, wKcn their game was new. 
Might want fuch noify fools as you j 
But you, when all the fbovy is pad, 
Refolve t» ftand it out the lad; 
Like Martin Marrail % gaping-on, 
T^oc minding when the fong is done. 
When all the hees are gone to fettle. 
You clatter ftill your bra^n kettle. 
The leaders whom you lifled under 
Have dropt their arms, and feiz*d the plunder ; 
And when the war is pad, you come 
To rattle in their ears your drum : 
And as that hateful hideous Grecian 
Theriites (he was your relation) 
Was more abhorr'd and fcornM by tliofc 
With whom he fcrv'd, than by his foes ; 
So thou art grown the deteftation 
Of all thy party through the nation : 
Thy peevilh and perpetual teazing 
With plots, and Jacobites, and treafon, 

"* A charadler in one of Drydcn's coditditst 

Thy 
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Thy bufy, ncv^r-iiieaiing fkce, 

Thy fcrev/d-^p frowt, thy ftate grimace^ 

Thy formal niokis, i«*pditant fnecrs. 

Thy whifperings foified in all «^s ' 

< Which are, whatever you may think. 

But nonfenfe wr^t 4ij) in a IHnk), 

Have made thy ptefence, iii a true-fenfc. 

To thy own fide fo d — n*d a nilfance. 

That, when they have you iti their ey«. 

As if the devil drove, rhey Hy. 

T. My gobd friend Mnllinix, forbear; 
I vow to G — , you 're too Severe : 
If it could ever yet be known 
1 took advice, except my own. 
It fliould be yours : but, d — n my btoodi 
I muft purfae the public good 1 
The faftion <Js it not notodous ?) 
Keck at the memory of Glonous * t 
Tis true^ nor notfd I to be told, 
My quondam frien^Is are grown focold. 
That iparce a creature can be found 
To prance with tfte the ftatue round. 
The pubiic fafety, I fbrefee, 
HencefoFch depead« aione 6n me ; 
And while tlus vital breath I blow. 
Or from above, <or from below, 
X '11 fputtdr, fwagger, cuxCe, and raiU 
The Tories terror, fcourge, and flail. 

M. Tim, you mrftake the matter quite ; 
TheTones ! you are their deUgbt% 

* Kne WilUam III, 

T G a KcA. 
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And fliould you aft a different part. 
Be grave and wife, 'twould break their heart. 
Why, Tim, you have a tafte I know, 
And often fee SLpuppet-Jbow : 
Obferve, the audience is in pain. 
While Punch is hid behind the fcene ; 
But, when they hear his^rufty voice, 
•With what impatience they rejoice ! 
And then they value not two draws. 
How Solomon decides the caufe, 
"Which the.tpue mother, -which pretettdir ) 
Nor liftcn to tlie witch of Endor. 
Should Fauftus, with the Devil behind him. 
Enter the ftage, they never mind him : 
If Punch, to flir their fancy, fhews 
In at the door his monfbx>U8 nofe. 
Then fudden draws it back -again; 
O what a pkafure mixt with pain I 
Tfou every moment think an age. 
Till he s^fDears upon the ilage : 
And lirA his bum you fee him clap 
Upon the queen of Sheba's lap : 
The duke of Lorraine drew his fword 4 
'Punch roaring ran, and running roar*d» 
Heviles all people in his jargon, 
And fells the king of Spain a hai^gain $ 
'fit. George iiimfelf he plays tlie wag obj 
And mounts aftride u{)on the dragon s 
He gets a thoufand thumps and kicks« 
ITetfannot leave his roguiih tricks j 
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In every aflion tbrufts his nofe ; 

The: reafon why, no mortal knows : 

In doleful fcenes that break our heartr 

Punch comes, like you, and lets a fart. 

There 's not a puppet made of wood, 

But what would hang him, if they could ;, 

While, teazing all, by all he 's teaz*d> 

How well are the fpcftators pleas'd !' 

Who in the motion have no ihare. 

But purely come to hear and flare j 

Have no concern for Sabra's fake, 

Whrch gets the better, faint or fnake, 

Provided Punch (for there 's the jeft)' 

Be foundly mauFd and plague the relh 
Thus, Tim, philofophers fuppofe, 

The-ivorU confifls of puppet-Jboivs j 

Where petulant conceited fellows 
PerfoFm the part of Punchinellccs r 

So at this booth, which we call Dublin, 

Tim, thou Vt the Punch to ftir up trouble in; 

You wriggle, fidge, and make a rout. 

Put all your brother puppets outy 

Run on in a perpetual round, 

To teaze, perplex, difhirb, confound,- 

Intrude with monkey-grin and clatter 

To interrupt all ferious matter ; 

Are grown the nuifance of your clany 

Who hate and fcorn you to a man : 

But then the lookers-on, the Tories,. 

You flill divert wiih merry ftories; 

'g 3 Tliey 
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They would confcnt that all the crew 
Were hang'4 before they 'd pgrt with you*. 

But tell roe, Tim, upon tjie fpot, 
By all tlii» toil what haft thou got ? 
If Tories muft have all tjie fport^ 
I fear you '11 be difgrac'd at court. 

T. Got ? D — n my blood ! 1 frank my Utters, 
Walk to my place before my betters ; 
And, iimple as i now ftand here, 
£xpe£l in time to be a peer — 
Cat ? D-— n me ! why I got my will f 
Ne*er hold my peace, and ne'er ftand flijl : 
I fart with twenty ladies by ; 
They call me beail ; and what earc 1 ? 
1 bravely call the Tories Jacks, 
And fons of whores — behind tlieir backs* 
But, could you bring me once to think. 
That, when I flrut, and ftare, and ftiak. 
Revile and flander, fume and florm, 
Beuay, make oath, impeach, inform> 
With fuch a ^onftant loyal zeal 
To ferve myfclf and common-weal. 
And fret the Tories' foul to death, 
I did but lofe my precious breath \ 
And, when I damn ray foul to plague 'em,. 
Am, as you teU me, but their may-game. ;. 
Confume my vitals ! they Ihall know^ 
} am not to be treated fo ; 
I 'd rather hang myfelf by half, 
Than give tbofe rafcals caufe to laugh. 

Bue 
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But hoW} my friend, can I endure. 
Once fo renovvn'd, to live abfcure ? 
No little boys and girls to cry, 
** There 's nimble Tim a-pafling by ?" 
No more my dear delightful way tread 
Of keeping up a party hatred? 
Will none tlie Tory dags purfue. 
When through the ftrcets I cry haUoQ ? 
Muft all my d — n me's ! bloods and wounds T 
Pafs only now for empty founds ? 
Shall Tory rafcals be elefted, 
Although I fwear them difaffefted ? 
And, when I roar, " A plot, a plot !" 
Will our own party mind me not ? 
So qualify'd to fwear and lye. 
Will they not truft me for zffy ? 

Dear Mullinix, your good advice 
I beg 5 you fee the cafe is nice : 

! were I equal in renown. 

Like thee to pleafe this thank lefs town ! 
Or, blefs'd with fuch engaging parts 
To win the truant fchool-boys* hearts ! 
Thy virtues meet their juft reward. 
Attended by rX\tfahlt guard, 
Charm'd by thy voice, the 'prentice dropf' 
The fnow-ball deftinM at thf chops : 
Thy graceful ileps, and colonel's air. 
Allure the cinder-picking fair, 

M. No more — in mark of true affe^lion^ 

1 take thee under my protc£lion : 

G 4 Your- 
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Your pr.rts arc good, *tis not deny'd ; 
I wifh they had been well apply'd. 
But now obferve my council^ (viz.) 
Adapt your habit to your phyz ; 
You rauft no longer thus equip ye. 
As Horace fays, offiai epbiffpia ; 
(There 's Latin too, that you may fee 

How much improved by Dr. ). 

I'have a coat at home, that vou may try; 
•Tis juft like this, which hangs by geometry. 
Aly hat has much the nicer air ; 
.. Your block \vill fit it to a hair. 

That wig, I would net for the world 
Have it fo formal, and fo curl'd j 
'Twill be fo oily and fo fleek, 
When I have lain in it a week, 
You *11 find^it well prepar'd to take 
The figure of toupee and fnakc. 
Thus drefs'd alike from top to toe. 
That which is which *fis hard to know ; 
When firft in public we appear, 
I *11 lead-tiie van, you keep the rear; 
Be careful, as you walk behind ; 
Ufe all the talents of your mind ; 
Be iltfdious well to imitate 
My portly motion, mien, and gait; 
Mark my «ddrefs, and learn my ilyle. 
When to look fcomful, when to fmile ; 
NoV fputter out your oaths fo faft, 
But keep your fwearing to the lafl. 
' - Then 
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Then at our Icifure we '11 be witty. 
And in the ftjects divert the city | 
The ladies from tlu; windows gaping. 
The children all our motions aping* 
Your coirerfation to refine, 
I *11 take you to fome friend of mine ; 
Choice fpiritst who employ their parts 
To mend the world by ufeful arts ; 
Some clean fing hollow tubes, to fpy 
Direft the tcnith of the iky ; 
Some have the city in their care, 
From noxious fleams to purge the air; 
Some teach us in thefe dangerous days^ 
How to walk upright in our ways \ 
Some whofe reforming hands engage- 
To lafh the lewdnefs of the age j 
Some for the public fervice go 
Perpetual envoys to and fro i 
Whofe able heads fupport the weight 
Of twenty minifters of (Vate. 
We (corn, for want of talk, to j jibber 
Of parties o'er our bon^-clabbif : 
Kor are we fludious to enquire. 
Who votes for manors^ who for hire t 
Our care is, to improve the mind 
With what concerns all human-kind ; 
The various fcenes of mortal life ; 
Who beats her hufband, who his wife f 
Or how the bully at a ftroke 
Knock'd down the boy, the lantern broke. 

One 



9# SWIFT'S POEMS, 

One tells the zife of cjieefe and oapBe^l i 
Another wheQ he got a hoc meal ; 
One gives advi<;e in. proverbs old, 
Infb:u£ts us how to came a fcold i 
I One fhews how bravely Audouin dy'd. 
And at th^ gallows all deny'd; 
How by the afnumack 'tis clear» 
That herrings wiU be cheap this year- 

T. Dear A^Dullioix, I now lament 
My precious time fo long mis-fpenty 
By nature meai^t fpr nobler end$ : 
Oy introduce me to your friends ! 
For whom by birth I was deiign'dy 
Till politicks debas'd my mind : 
I give myfelf entire to you ; 
G— d— n the Wlugs and Tories too f 

TIM* AND THE FABLES. 

TijrY nuaning will be heft unraveVd, 
•^^^ When I premjt that Tm has travePd. 
In Lucas's by chance there lay 
The Fables writ by Mr. Gay. 
Tim fct the volume on a table, ' 
Read over here and there a Fable i 
And found, as he the pages twirl'd, 
The Monkey who had feen the world i 
(For Tonfon had, to help the fale, 
Prefixed a cut to every tale.) 

• See an account of him in the •* Intelligencer," N° Sf« 

Tlic 
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The Monkey was cpwpbtrfy dwfc. 

The'Beau in all his ^rs exfr^« 

Tim, with furprize 9fl4 plfi^ie l^riag* 

Ran to the glafs, an4.th^ com^mg 

His own fwcct figure with the prip|> 

Diftinguiih'd every feature ifi *t, 

The twift, the fqueezc, the rump, tlie fidgc iu allji 

Juft as they lookM in the original. 

« By — ," fays Tim, and let a fart, 

** This graver underflood his art. 

" 'Tis a true copy, I '11 fay that for t j 

** I welt remember when I fat for 't,, 

" My very face, as firft I knew it ; 

" Juft in this.drcfsi the painter djow it." 

Tim, with his like^^fs deeply finiti«o» 

Would read wh^t underneji^) was wuUcjDf 

The merry tale^ with moral grave. 

He now began to ftqrm and rave : 

" The curfed vilUin 1 now. I fee ^ 

♦♦ This was a libel meant at n)e : 

" Thcfc fcribblers grow fo bold of kiv 

•* Againft us minifters of ft^te f 

" Such Jacobites as he defcrvc — 

** D— n roe ! I fay, they ought to flarvc.** 

TOM MULLI:^^IX AND DICK. 

'^pOM and Dick had equal famcr 
"*" And both had equal knowledge ; 
Tom could write and fpell his name, 
But Dick had feen the college. 
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^ck a coxcomb, Tom was mad. 

And both alike diverting ; 
Tom WIS held the merrier lad. 

But DiiBk the beft at farting. 

Dick wouM coek his nofe m fcom,. 

But Tom was kind and loving ;. 
Tom a foot-boy bred" and born, 

But Dick was from an oven. 

Dick could neatly dance a jig,. 

But Tom was befl at borees ; 
Tom would pray for every Whig,. 

And Dick curfe all the Tories. 

Dick would make a woeful noife. 

And fcold at an ele6^ion ; 
Tomikuzza*d the black-guard boys,. 

And held them in fubje£iion. 

Tom could iriove with lordly grace, 
Dick nimbly ikipt the gutter ; 

Tom could talk with foiemn face. 
But Dick could better fputter. 

Dick was come to high renown . 

Since he commencM phyfician ^ 
Tom was held by all the town 

The deeper politician. 
•Tom had the genteerer fwing, 

His hat could nicely put on ; 
Dick knew belter how to fwing 

His cane upon a button. 



Dick 
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Dick for repartee was fit. 

And Tom for deep difceming ; 
Dick was thought the brighter wit* 

But Tom had better learning. 

Dick with zealous no's and ay'$ 

Could roar as loud as Stentor, 
Jn the houfe 'tis all he fays ; 

But Tom is eloquentec 

DICK. 
A MAGGOT. 

A S when, fwm rooting in a bin, 
-^^^ All powdered o'er from tail to chia, 
A lively maggot (allies out. 
You know him by lus hazel fnont : 
So when the grandfon of his grandfire 
Forth ilTues wriggliug, Dick Drawcanfitf 
With powder'd rump and back and iidCf 
You cannot blanch his tawny hide ; 
For 'tb beyond the power of meal 
The gipfy vifage to conceal : 
For, as he fhakes his wainfcot chops, 
Down every mealy atom drops, 
And leaves the tartar phiz, in (how 
/Like a fiefii t-— d juft dropt on ibow« 
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CLAD ALL IN BROWN. TO DIG 
IMITATEi) FROM COWLEY. 

TpOULEST brute that ftinks below, 
•*• Why in this brown doft thou appear ? 
For, would'ft thou make a fouler (ho^f 
Thou rauft go naked all the year. 
Frefh from the mud a wallowing fow 
Would then be riot fo browh as thou. 

'Tis tiot thfe coat that looks fo dun. 

His hide emits a foulnefs out; 
Kot one jot bdttser looks the fun 
Seen fern biihiiid a dirty cbut : 
So t— ds within a glaft criclofe. 
The glafs will ftfeA «8 bto^n as thofc. 

Thou now one heap of fouliiefs art, 
All biitwaVd and within is foul { 
Condenfed nlth in every. {iaft. 

Thy body *s cloatlicd like thy foul ; 
Thy foul, which through ttty hide of buff 
Scarce glimmers like a'dyiiig fnuiff. 

Old carted bawds fucl^ garments wear, 

Wlien pekcd all with dirt they flunei 
Such their ixt^tid bodies are. 
As (hrivel'd and as black as thine. 
If thou wert in a cart, I fear 
> Thou would'ft be pelted worfe than they 're. 
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Yet, when we fee thee thus array'd. 

The neighbotirs thihk it is but juft. 
That thou IhouM'ft take an honcft tradcy 
And week I V- carry out tlie duft. ' 
Of cleanly htfufes who will doubt, 
When Dick cries, " Duft to carry out ?" 

biCK'S VARIETY, , 

Tr\ U L L uniformity in fools 

^^ I hate, who gape and fneer by rules. 

You, Mullinix, and (lobbering C— i 

Who every day and hour the fame are; 

That vulgar taldnt I defpife 

Of pifling in the rabble's eyes. 

And when I liften to the noife 

Of ideots roaring to the boys j 

To better judgements ftill fubmitting, 

I own I fee but little wit in ; 

Such paf!imes, when our tafte is nice. 

Can pleafe at moft but once or twice. 

But then confider Dick, you '11 find 
His genius of fuperior kind \ 
He iiever tnuddles in the dirt, 
Kor fcowers the (!reets withdut a fciiti 
Though Dick, I dare prefume to fay. 
Could do fuch feats as well as they. 
Dick I could venture every where. 
Let the boys pelt him if they dare \ 

He'd 
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He 'd have them try*d at the ailizcs 
For pricKls and jefuits in difguifes ; 
Swea/'they were with the Swedes at Bender, 
And lifting troops for the pretender. 

But Dick can fart, and dance, and friik, 
Ko other monkey half fo brilk j 
Now has the fpeaker by the ears, 
l^ext moment in the houfe of peers ; 
Now'-fcolding at my lady Euftace, 
Or thraihing Baby in her new lUys. 
Prcfto ! be gone ! with t'other hop 
He '« 'powdering in a barber's fhop ; 
Kow at the anti-chamber thrufting 
His nofcio get the circle juft in, 
And d— ns his blood, that in the rear 
He fees one lingle Tory there : 
Then, woe be to ^y lord lieutenant. 
Again he 01 tell him, and again on % 

AN EPITAPH 

O N 

OENERAL-GORGES* AND LADY MEATHf. 

UNDER this ftone lie Dicky and Dolly ; 
Doll dying firfl, Dick grew melancholy ; 
For Dick without Doli thought living a folly. 

* Of Kilbruc, in the county of Meath. N. 

t Dorothy dowager of Edward earl of Meath, She 

was married to the'Ceneral in 1716} and died Apr. 10, 

V*t • her hulband furvived but two days. N. 

J Dick 



EPIT^H ON GENERAL GOIIGES, &c. ^y 

Dick lofl in Doll a wife tender and dear : 
But Dick loft by Doll twelve liund red a year; 
A lofs that Dick thbught rib ihbrtal could* bear. 

Dick figh'd for his DoU, and his nrournful'arms croft i 
Thought much of his DolL, and the jointure he loft : 
The firft vex'd him much, ^e other vcx'd moft. 

Thus loaded with grief, Dick figh'd and he cry*d ; 
To live without bbth full three days he try'd : . 
But lik*d neither lofs, and fo quietly dy'd. 

Dick left a pattern few will copy after : 
Then, reader, pray fhed fome tears of falt-watcr i 
For fo fad a tale is no fubje£l of laughter. 

Meath fmiles for the jointure, though gotten fg late j 
The fon laughs, that got the hard-gotten eftate ; 
And CufFe * grins, for getting the Alicant plate. 

Here quiet they lie, in hopes to rife one day. 
Both folemnly put in this hole on a Sunday, 
And here reft-<^^ trofifit^Uria mundi / 

VERSES ON I KNQW NOT WHAT. 

TV/r Y lateft tribute here I fend, 
IVX vVith this let your cdk6tion end. 
Thus I confign you down, to fame 
A charafter to praiffr or^ blanw : 
And, if the whole may paftfor tnie,' '•■ 

Contented reft, you have your dwcU 

Give future times the fati«fa6tion. 
To leave one haadle for detra&ion. 

* John Cuffe of Dcfart, Efq; married the general's 
eldeft daughter, N. 
Vol. II. . tt 1^^- 
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DR. SWIFT'S COMPLAINT, 

ON HIS OWN DEAFNESS. 

WITH AN ANSWER. 

l>aCTOK. 

'pVEAFy giddy^ helplef$y left alone;: 

^^, ANSWER. 

Except the firft, the fault 's your own. 

DOCTOIU 
To all my friends a burthen grown : 

ANSWER. 

Becaufe to few you will be ihewn. 
Give them good wine, and meat to fhifiT^ 
You may have company enough. 

DOCTOR. 

No more I hear my chtirch's bel!. 
Than if it rang out for my knell. 

ANSWER. 

Then write and read, 'tvnll do as well. 

DOCTOR. 

At thunder b6w no more I ftait. 
Than at the rumbling of a cart. 

ANSWER. 

Think then of thunder whem you fare. 

DOCTOR. 

Andy what 's iBcredible, alack \ 
No more I hear a woman's clack* 

ANSWER. 

A woman's clack, if I have fkill. 
Sounds fomewhat like a throwfter's mill} 
Bur louder than a ben, or thunder } 
T/wtt docs, I own, increafc my wonder. DR. 
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DR. SWIFT TO HIMSELF, 

ON 

SAINT CECILIA'S DAY. 

/^ RAVE Dean of St. Patrick*s,,how coracs it to pafs, 
^^ That youy who know muiicno more than an afs^ 
That you, who fo lately were writing of Drajners, 
Should lend your cathedral to players and f(;raper$ ? 
To a£i: fuch an opera once in a year. 
So offenfive to every true Protefbnt ear^ 
With trumpets, and fiddles, and organs, and iingbg. 
Will fure the Pretender and Popery bring in. 
Ko Proteftant Prelate, his Lordfhip or Grace, . 
Durft there ihew his Right or Moft Reverend face : 
How would it pollute their crofiers and rochets 
Toliflen to minims, and quavers, and crotchets I 

[^ The refi is watitiiig, ]. 

ON 

PAD D Y*S CHARACTER 
OF THE INTELLIGENCER*. 

A S a thorn-buih, or oaken-bough, 
•^^ Stuck in an IriDi cabin's brow, 

Above 

* Dr. Sheridan was publifher of the "Intelligencer,'* 

a weekly paper^ written principally by hirafelf 3 but Dr* 

H a &^l€^ 
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Above the door, at country-fair, 

Becoke<]LS entertawment there j . 

So biC^s on poets' brows have been 

Set, for a iign of wit witten. 

And, as ill ne^hbours i|i t)irn%ht 

Pull down an ale-houfe buflx for fjate j 

The laurel fo, by poets worn, 

1^ by the teeth of Jfnvy torn ; 

Efivy, a canker-worm, which ^ears 

^ofe facred leaves that ligbtning fparet^ 
And now t* exemplify this moral i 

Tom haying earn'd a twig of laurel 

(Which, 'meafur*d on his head, was found 

Not long enough to reach half round. 

But, like a girl's cockade, was ty'd, 

A trophy, on his temple-fide) ; 

Paddy rcpin'd to fee him wear 

This badge of honour in his hair ; 

And, thinking this codka^ of wk 

Would his own temples better fit. 

Forming his Mufe by Smedley's f model, 

Lets drive at Tom's devoted noddle. 

Pelts him by turns with verfe and profe. 

Hums like a hornet ai; bis. nofe. 
Swift occafionally.fupplied him with a letter. Dr. De- 
lany, piqued at' the approbation tliofe papers; reociT^d, 
attackeji them violently both in converfation and in 
print ; but unfortunately ftumbled on feme of the num* 
here which thic Dean had written; ' and all the world ad- 
mitcd:5 which gave rife to rficfeverfes. N. 
^ idean of Ferns, Sec dtc next poem. N. 

At 



At length prefuiflci'toveftfchisrfatire^M'' '"'■'" 
The Dean, Tom^ hOtaOUr^d fittfid tnd f^imAi 
The eagU ill' the «*!•, ^ - kfjtd^y ~ . : • • ' 

Tcaz'd by a buzzingf-Wrf^ bete^, ..■/:' ^ 
Took wtfcg ttt JdJ^ev ^d hdp'fl to^ reft'-- '••- 
Securely Itt Ac tliwAdfeiWs bt^ait : '■'"*■* ^' • 
In vain ; even thitrfc,'t<yfp*)9 His nod, '^-^ - - * 
Thc/pite/ul infeB (lung the gbdi •*» - -* ^-" *•' - 

P A % O •■ l> •.t.Y^-- • 

CHARACTER OF D E^^K sV^'l^'^ 
Writtewiit iddft % himfelfj • • 

'Tp^HE very f ev^rend Cean Smcdley^^ ^ 

•^ Oi dullneftrpridet concfii^ ^m%fXfiy^ .. 2 
Was cq-ually allo\y*d; to lhin« 
As poet, fcfjoiar, Skud divine i. v , ,. . , 

With ^o^i»^CQjjW "well difpenfe> . .... •., ^ 
Would be a rake, but wanted fenfc g 
Would ftriflly after. Truth enquire, 
Becaufe he dr^adpd to come nigh her.. 
For Liberty no qKampion bolder. 
He hated bailiffs at hi? ihoulder. 
To half the world a ftaadihg jeft, 
A perfcft nuijance to the reft : 
From many (ancj we may believe hiip)' 
Had the beft wi(hes they could give him. 

♦ The original is in tlw " Sup^emc«i&!^ Swifc" N. 
H 3 To 
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To :ill mankind a confiant friem], 
Trpf^td thoy had cafi to knd. 
One tlung he did before he went ihenGe^ 
He left us a lacQttk fentence. 
By cutting of his phrafe, and.tnmming^ 
To prove that Bifhops were old women. 
Poor Envy, durft not ihew her phi?;^ 
She was £0 terrilied at his* . -. 
He waded, without any ihame, 
ThrOiljgh thklL and fhin to get a name, . 
Tried every iharping trick ibr bread. 
And after all he feldom fped. 
• -^When Fortune favoured, he was nice 5 
He never tince would cog .the dun 
But, if ihe turn'd againfl his play. 
He knew to flop a quatn trots, 
iNow found in mind, and found in corpus, 
.{Says he) though fwell'd like any porfoifi. 
He heys from hence at forty-four 
(But by bis lupvi bi Jinks a/con) 
To The Eail Indies, there to cheat. 
Till he can purchafe an elUte s 
Where, afiSerlie has fillM his chefl, 
He '11 mount hi^ tub, arid preach his beft, 
And plainly prove, by dint of text. 
Tins world is his, and theirs the next. 
Lefl that the reader (hould not' know 
The bank where laft he fet his toe, 
'Twas Greenwich. There he took a (hip, 
And gave his creditors the dip. 

But 



CHARACTER DP DEAN SMEDLEY. lOfi 

But left ebronohgy. fhoukt yary. 
Upon the Ides of Febru«ry ; 
In feventeem buiulnd tight atui twrnt^f^ 
To Fort St. George a petSar went he. 
Ye Fatesy when all he gets is (pent. 
Return him 3Eogaii as he went 1 

PAULUS. BY MR. LINDSAJY*. 

DubHn, Sept. 7, 1718. 
*** A SLAVE to crowdsyfcorch'd widi the fummer's 

-^ " heats, 
** In courts the wretched Iaw3rer toils and fweatst 
** While fmiling Nature, in her beft attire, 
** Regales each fcnfe, and vernal joys infpire. 
^< Can he, who knows diat real good fhould pleafe^ 
^* Barter for gold his liberty and eafe ?"— 
Thus Paulus preach'd r— When, entering at die dobry 
Upon his board the client pours the ore f 
He grafps the fhining^ift, pores o'er the caufe, 
•forgets the fun, and dozeth on the laws* 

;THE ANSWER. 
BY DR. SWIFT. 

T INDSAY miftakes the matter quite, 
^^ And honeft Paulus judges right. 
Then, why thefe quarrels to the fun. 
Without whofe aid you 're all undone ? 
* Mr. Lindfay, a polite and elegant fcholar, at that 
time an eminent pleader in Dublin, afterwards one of 
the juitices of the court of common-pleas. N. 

H 4 , T>;\^ 
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Did Paulus e'er caqr^kia of fJwcsz } 

Did Paulus e'er the fu« forget ; 

The influe«)ce of wkolk golden beams 

Soon licks upiall unfaray fteains ? ' 

The fun, you fa^y his £[^e hadi kifs'd « ^ 

It has ; but then ic greased bis fiiV. 

True lawyers, for the wifeft ends, 
< Kate always been Apollo's fiends. • 

^pt for bts fuperficlal powers 
. OS rippning ftnits, tp4 gUdiog flowers ;r 

Not for infpiring poets brains 

Wi|b pennyk£5 4nd ftanrcHbg flrains ; 

Not for his boafbd healing, art; 

Not for his (kilL to (boot the dart ; 

I{or yof becaufe he fweetly fiddles ; 

Nor for his propliecies in riddles : 

But for a tnoie fubflaodal caufe*-^ 

Apollo 's patron of i^ lawsj 

Who^ Paulus CTcr lauft adore^ 

As parent of the. gDUfn> ore. 

By Phoebus, an incefhious birth, 

BegoLupon his grand-dame Earth ;•*' 

By Phoebus fiift pniduc'd to )ig^ j ' 

By Vulcan formed fo rpund and bright.: , 

Then o^r*d at the fliiine of juftice, 
• By clients to her pricfts and truftecs. 

Nor, whe^ we fee Aflraea (land 

With even balance in her hand, 

iVIttft we fuppofe (be hath in view, '■" ' ' 

How to give every man his due 5 

Her- 



TO MRi LINDSAY. ^ 

Her fcalcs you fee her only hokAt 

To weigh her priefls' the kwycra gold. 

li^ow, ihould I own yonr cafe was grievous^ 
Poor fweaty Paulus, who'd bcikrc us ? 
^Tis very true, and none deaifs^- 
At lead, that fuch complaints are wife : 
^Tis wife, no doubt, as clients fat you mortf^ 
To cry, like fiatefienen, S^^anta patwmr I 
But, fin(;e the truth muft needs be fbretched^ 
To prove t^ lawyers are £[> wrcftched ; 
This paradqx I'll undertake. 
For Paulus' and for Lindfay's £ikd; 
By top^ks, which, though I abomine 'em^ 
May ferve as aifgumcnta ad hamnittn t 
Yet I difdain to ofFerthoie 
Made ufe of by detracting ioes^ > . ^ 

I own, the curfes of mankind • - *; ? 

Sit light upQQ a lawyer's mind^: -> 
The clamours pf ten thcyuiAnd tongues V * 

Break not his rqd, nor hurt hid Uia^ t \ 

I own, his ^ondience always fr«i| . •. > 

(Provided he h^s got his fee); . : : ' , \ 

Secure of conj^aofi p^a^e withu% 
He knows no g^ilt, who kiiow^ no da* 

Yet well they merit to be pitied, ^ 

By clients always over*witted. « 

And though the gofpel feems to {ky 
What heavy burthens lawyers lay 
Upon the ihottlders of their neighbour^ 
Kor lend a fiLn^:to;che labour,,^ 
\ Alwayt 
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Always for favmg their own bacon : 
Ko doubt, the text is here niiflaken : 
The £opy 's falfe, and fenfe is rack'd t 
To p«>ye ity I appeal to fa£^ ; 
And thus by demonibnation ihew 
What burthens lawyers undergo*. 

With early clients at his dooi:. 
Though he was drunk the night before. 
And crop-ikk with undubb'd-for wine. 
The wreoch muft be at court by nine ; 
Half funk beneath his briefs and bag. 
As ridden by a midnight hag : 
Then,t ^rom the bar, harangues die benchi 
In Englilh vile, and viler French, 
And Latin, vileft of the three ; 
And all for poor ten moidores fee I 
Of paper how is he profufe. 
With periods long, in terms abfbrufe 1 
What pains he takes to be prolix, 
A thoufand lines to (land for fix 1 
Of common (enie without a word in 1 
And is not this a grievous burden ? 

The lawyer is a common drudge. 
To fight our eaufe before the judge s 
And, what is yet a greater curfe. 
Condemned to bear his cHenfs purfe; 
Wlule he, at eafe, fccure and fight. 
Walks boldly home at dead of night; 
When term is ended, leaves the town. 
Trots to his coancij-manfion ^do^HU i 

And, 



TO MR. LINDSAY; 

Andy difencambei^c] of hisload. 

No danger dre«ds upon the roadj 

Defpifeth rappuees, and rides 

Safe through the Newry mountains iides. 

LiTid§Kyr 'tis yoo hare fet me^on^ 
'To (late tills queilion/rp and an. 
My fatirc may.olfcnd, 'tis true ; 
However, it concerns not you. 
I own, there may, in every clan, 
Perhaps, be found one honeft man % 
Yet link them cMc, in this they jufi^ 
To be but rafcals ki the lump, 
imagine Lindfiy at the bar, 
He/s much wthe fame his bretiuren axs^ 
Well taught by practice to imbibe' 
The fundamentals of his tiibe : 
And, in his client's jufk xiefence^ 
Muft deviate oft* from common fenfe i^ 
And make his ignorance difcemed. 
To get the name of Council Learned 
(As lucus comes a neu lucendo)^ 
And wifely do as other men do : 
But fhift him to a better fcene. 
Among his crew of rogues in grain j 
Surrounded with companions fit, 
Tbtafteliis humour, fcnfe, and wit| 
You'd fwear he never took a fee. 
Nor knew in law his A, B, C. 

Tis hard, where dulnefs over-rules^ 
To koep good fcsfe in xfowds of ;fools. 
5 
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And we admire the man, who faves 

His honefly in prowds of knavts $ 

Kor yields up virttts, at difcretiQci, . . 

To vilbafls.o£ his xmn proCefHiioafc : . 

Lindfay, youknow what piunsyotf ukd 

In bothy yet hardly fave your ifad^e i 

And will you venture both anew, : 

To (it among that venal crew> 

That pack of mimic legiflators^i 

Abandoned) ihipid, ilaviih. pratsrsl . 

For, as ihe rabbla'daub and riflb : 

The fool who fcraaiWes for a trifle ; ' ' 

Who for his pains is^cufPd and kickM, 

Drawn thnmgh the dirt, hi« pockets pickM t 

You muft expe£h^he like difgrace^ . 

Scrambling with rogues to get a place ; 

Muft lofe the honour you have gain'd, 

Your numerous vivtues foully ftain'd I 

Difclaim for ever all pretence * 

To commokhmiefty and fenfe;;. 

And join in frieik)fliip with a 'ftri£l tye». 

To M— 1, C— y, and Dick Tjg^.3*. 

* This gentjejftan, who was a privy counfellor,^ in* 
currpd the fevere difplcafure of the Dean, who' has 
taken feveral opjportunities of cenfuring him, N» . 
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A b I A L O G U E 

BETWEEN 

AN EMINENT LAWYK1L%'» 

AND 

PR. JONATHAN SWIFT. D,S,P.P. 
la AtLUsiON to Horace, Book II, Sat. i,* 
*' Sunt quil>us ia Satira, &c," 

DR. SWIFT. I 

QINCE there are pcrfons who cptnplain 
^ There 's too much fatire in my veini ,! 

That I am often found exceeding 
The rules of raillery and breeding ; 
With too much freedom treat my betters. 
Not fpafing even men of letters ? 
You, who are IkilPd in lawyers' lore. 
What 's your advice ? Shall I give o'er ? 
Nor ever fools or knaves expofe 
Either in vcrfe or humourous profej 
And, to avoid all future ill, 
In my fcrutoire lock up my quill ? , 

LAWYER. 

Since you are pleas'd to condefcend 
To aik the judgement of a friend, " 



^ Mr. Lindfay. See p. 103, 



Your/ 
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Your cafe cotoiider'dy I muft think^ 
Tou fhovld withdraw from pen and ink^ 
Forbear your poetry and jokes, 
And live like other Chriftian folks ; 
Oi;^ if the Mufes muft infpire 
Your fancy with their pleafing fire, 
Take fubje^s fafer for your wit 
Than thofe on which you lately writ. 
Commend the times, your thoughts corred^. 
And follow the prevailing fe£t ; 
AfTerty that Hyde ♦, in writing ftory, 
Shews all the malice of a Tory; 
While Burnet f, in his deathlefs pag9y 
Bifcovers freedom without rage. 
To Woolfbn I recommend our youthy 
For learning, probity, and truth; 
That noble genius, who unbinds 
The chains which fetter free-bom minds ; 
Redeems us from the fTavifh fears 
Which lailed near two thoufand years | 
He can alone tl!e priefthood humble, 
IMake gilded fpires and altars tumble. 

DR. SWIFT. 

Muft I commend againft my confcience 
Such fhipid blafphemy and nonfenfe ? 

• Edward Hyde^ the firft earl of Clarendon,. w1k> 
^mrpte the Hiftory of the Civil Wars. N. 

t The celebrated Bp. of Salifbuiy. N. 

% A degraded clergyman of the church of England^ 
«|il> mote againft the miracles of Chriil. K 

To 



HOKACE, BOOK II. sat: I. tit 

To fuch a fubje^); tunc my lyre. 
And fing like one of Milton's choir. 
Where devils to* a vale retreat, 
And call the law» of Wifdom Fatef 
Lament upon their haplefs fall, 
That Force free Virtue ihould enthrall ? 
Or {hall the charms of Wealth and Power 
Make me pollute the Mufes' bowef ? 

LAWYITR. 

As from the tripod of Apollo, 
Hear from my deik the words that follow r 
** Some, by philofophers milled, 
** Mull honour you alive and dead ; 
** And fuch as know what Greece hath writ, 
** Muft tafte your irony and wit ; 
<• Whilft moll that are, or would be great, 
•* Muft dread yoiq: pen, your perfbn hate.; 
" And you on Drapler*s * hill muft lie, 
** And there without a mitre die.* 

ON BURNING A DULL POEM. 17^9. 

A N afs's hoof alone can hold 
^^ That poifonous juice, which kills by cold* 
Methought, when I this poem read, 
Ko veiTel but an afs's head 

^ In the county of Armagh ; where Dr. Swift, in . 
the year 1729, had fome thoughts of building j as ap- 
pears by fevetal of the following Poems. N. 

Such 
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Such frigid fuAian could contain ; 

I mean, the head without the braio. 

The cold conceits, the chilling thoughts. 

Went down like Ihipifying draughts : 

I found my head began to fwim, 

A numboefs crept t)irough every limb. 

In hade, with imprecations dire, 

I threw the volvuoe in the fire : 

When (who could think ?) though cold as iccj. 

It burnt to aihes in a trice. 

How could I more enhance its fame ? 
Though born in fnow, it dy'd in flame. 



AN EPISTLE 

TO 

HIS EXCELLENCY JOHN LORD CARTERET. 
BY DR. DEL ANY. 1719. 

** Credis ob hoc, me, Paftor, opes fortaflc rogare, 
,^* Propter quod, vulgus, craffaque turba rogat." 

Mart. Epig. lib. ix. 

^l^HOU wife and learned ruler of owr iflc, 
•^ Whofe guardian care can all her griefs beguile 5 
When ne)ct your generous foul fhall condefcend 
T/^ inftrud or entertain your humble friend 5 
"Whether, retiring from your weighty charge, 
On feme high theme you learnedly enlarge ; 



Of 
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Of 4U tUe w&ys of v/Kdoai reaion wellt 

How Ricl^elieu rofe, and how Sejanus fell : ' 

Or, when your brow lefs thoughtfully unbends, 

iCirclfl»d with Swift and fome delighted. friends ; 

When, mixing mirth and wifdom with your wine, 

Like that your wit fliall flow, your genius (hine j 

Nor with lefs praiie the converfation guide. 

Than in die public councils you decide : 

Or when the Dean, long privileged to rail, 

AiTerts his friend vvitU more impetuous zeal ; 

You hear (whilft I fit by abaih'd and mute). 

With foft conceffiops ftortening the difpute j 

Then clofe with kind enquiries of my (late, 

** How are your tithes, and have they rofe of late ? 

" Why, Chriil-Church is a pretty fituation, 

** There are not many better in the nation ! 

** This, with your other tbingSf muft yield you clear 

** Some -fix — at leaft five hundred pounds a year/* 

Suppo^, at fuch a time, I took the freedom 
Tp fpeak thefe truths as plainly as you read 'em 
(You ihall rejoin, my lord, when I Ve replied. 
And, if you pleafe, my lady ihall decide) : 

'* My lord, I 'm fatisfied you meant me well; 
" And that I 'm thankful, all the world can teli : 
** But you '11 forgive me, if I own th' event 
" Is i^iort, is very ihort, of your intent ; 
<< At leaft, I feel ibme ills unfelt before, 
.'< My income lefs, and my expences more." 

" How, do£lor! double v^ar! double rc£l:or4 
*' A dignitary 1 with a dty lecture I 

Vql.JI. I "What 
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^ What glebes— what dues— What tithes— what fincs-^ 
•** what rent! 

^« Why, doftor !— will you never be content ?" 

« Would my good'lord but cad up the account, 
** And fee CO What my revenues amount 
«« My titles ample ! but my gain fo fmill, 
** That one good vicarage is worth them all ? 

'** And very wretched fure is lie, that's double 
** In nothing but his titles and his trouble. 
*' Add to this crying gnevance, if yeu |>leafe, 

' ** My horfes. foundered on ^Fcrmanah ways ; 
** Ways of well-jpolifli'd and well-pointed ftonc, 
** Wherci€iwry ftcp endangers every bone j 

' ** AtiAf -more tq raife- your pity and your wonder^ 

-** Two churches — ^twelve Hibernian miles afunder I 
** With complicated cures, I labour hard in, 
** Beiides whole fummers abfent from my garden !— 
•* But that the world would think I play'd the^ool, 
** I *d change with Charley Grattan for his fclwol'^— . 
•* What fine cafcades, what viftos, might I make, 
•' Fixt in the centre of th' lemian lake ! 
** There might I fail delighted, fmooth and fafe, 
*• Beneath the condufi: of my good Sir Ralph f : 
" There 's not a better ftcerer in the realm ; 
w I hope, my lord, you 'U call him to the beim.**'-^ 
** DoSor-rra glorious fcheme to eafe your grief ! 
*< When cures are crofs, a fchool *s a fure relief. 

* A free-fchool at Jnniikillen, founded by Erafmus 
Smith, cfq. N, 
t Sir Ralph Gore, who had a villa in tli« lake of Erin. 

"You 
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"^ You cannot fail of being happy there, 

^* The lake wiH be the Lethe of your care r 

■** The fcheme is for your honour and your eafc; 

** And, do6^or, T '11 promote it when you pleafe* 

** Meanwhile, allowing things below your merit, 

** Yet, doftor, you *ve a philofophic fpirit ,• 

^* Your wants are few, and, like your income, fmall, 

*** And you *ve enough to gratify them all t 

^* You *ve trees, and fruits, and roots, enough in (lore ; 

*• And what would a philofopher have more ? 

^ You cannot wifli for coaches, kitchens, cooks — " 

** My lord, I *ve not enough to buy me books—- 
** Or pray, fuppofe my wants were all fupplied, 
*• Arc tliere no wants I fliould regard befidq ? 
■*• Whofe bread is fo unmanned, as not to grieve, 
f* Compafs'd with miferies he can't relieve ? 
** Who can be happy — who fhould vvilh to live, 
** And want the godlike happinefs to give ? 
^< (That I *m a judge of this, you mud allow: 
" I had it once — and I 'm debarred it now.) 
^ A& your own heart, my lord j if this be true, 
** Then how unbleft am I ! how bleft are you !** 

«« *Tis true — ^but, doftor, let us waive all that-* 
<* Say, if you had your wifh, what you *d be at.»* 

** Excufe me, good my lord — I won't be founded, 
<« Nor fliall your favour by my wants be bounded. 
** My lord, I challenge nothing as my due, 
** Nor is it fit I fhould prefcribe to you. 
** Yet this might Syramachus himfelf avow, 
** (Whofe rigid rules are antic^uated now)— 

I a « M.^ 
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** My lord, I 'd wifli to pay the ikbts I «au/— 
** I 'd wiih. befides — to buiid^ and to b^aw,'* 



AN EPISTLE UPON AN EPISTLE 

FROM 

A CERTAIN DOCTOR 

T O 

A CERTAIN GREAT LORD. 
. Bcinga Christmas-box for Dr. Delany, 

AS Jove will not attend on lefs, 
When things of more importance prefs : 
You can*t, grave Sir, believe it hard. 
That you, a low Hibernian bard. 
Should cool your heels a while, and wait 
Un^nfwer'd at \o\xi patron^ s gate ; 
And would my lord vouchfafe to grant 
This one, poor, humble boon I want. 
Free leave to play his Secretary, 
As FalftafF afted old King Harry ; 
I *d tell of yours in rhyme and print ? 
Folks ibrug, and cry There's nothing in V, 
And, after feveral readings over. 
It ibines rood in the marble cover. 

How could fo line a tafte difpenfe. 
With mean degrees of wit and fcnfc ? 
Nor will my lord fo far beguile 
The wifi Bad kamedotf)Mtifiii 

Tt 
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To make it pafs upon the nation, 
By dint of his fole approbation. 
The talk is arduous, patrons find. 
To warp the fenfe of all mankind : 
Who think your Mufc mud firft afpirc, 
Ere he advance the doftor higher. 

You *ve caufe to fay he meant you nutU t 
That you are t bank/hi, who can tell? 
For ftill you *re fliort (which grieves your fpint) 
Of his intent ; you mean, your merit. 

Ah ! qtanto reffius, tu adeptey 
S^ui nil moliris tmH inepte ? 
Smedley *, thou Jonathan of Cloghcr, 
" When thou thy humble lay doft offer 
** To Grafton's grace, with grateful heart, 
" Thy thanks and verfe devoid of art : 
<* Content with what his bounty gave, 
« No larger income doft tliou crave.** 

But you mufl have cafcades, and all 
Icme*is lak6, for youir canal, 
Your viftos, barges, and (a pox on 
All pride I) our Speaker for your coxon : 
It *s pity that he can't beftow you 
Twelve commoners in caps to row you. 
Thus Edgar proud, in days of yore. 
Held monarchs labouring at the oar ; 
And, as he pafs'd, fo fwell'd the Dee, 
Enrag'd, as Ern Would do at thee. 

♦ Sec a Petition to the duke of Grafton,. toI. I. p* 158. 
I 3 How 
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■ How different is this from Smedley 1 
(His name is up, he may in bed lie) 
'* Who only afks fome pretty cure, 
*' In wholefome foil and sther pure ; 
" The garden flor'd with artlefs floweriy 
" In cither angle fhady bowers : 
** No gay parterre with coftly green 
*' Mud in the ambient hedge be feen s 
<* But Nature freely takes her courfey 
" Nor fears from him ungrateful force : 
" No (heers to check her fprouting vigour, 
** Or Ihape theyeius to antic figure.*' 

But you forfooth your ali mud fquander 
On that poor fpot, calPd Dell-ville, yonder e 
And when you 've been at vad expences 
In whimSy parterres, canals, and fences. 
Your aiTets fail, and caih is wanting ; 
Nor farther buildings, farther planting: 
No wonder, when you raife and level. 
Think this wall low, and that wall beveL 
Here a convenient box you found. 
Which you demoliih'd to the ground : 
Then built, then took up with your arbour. 
And fet the houfe to Rupert Barber, 
You fprang an arch, which, in a fcurvy 
Humour, you tumbled topfy-turvy. 
You change a circle to a fquare. 
Then to a circle as you were t 
Who can imagine whence the fund is. 
That you quadrata change rotundis f 
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EPISTLE UPON AN iEPISTLE. ii$ 

To Fame a temple you crcft, 
A Flora does the dome prote£): ; 
Mounts, walks, on high; and in a hoUovT 
You place the Mufes and Apollo $ 
There fhining 'midft his train, to grace 
Your whimfical poetic place. 

Thefe (lories were of old defign'd 
As fables : but you have refin'd 
The poets' mythologic dreams. 
To real Mufes, gods, and dreams. 
Who would not fwear, when you contrive- thu9| 
That you 're Don Quixote Redivivus ? 

Beneath, a dry canal there lies. 
Which only Wmtcr's rain fupplies. . 
Oh ! couldfl thou, by ibme magic fptU, 
Hither convey St, Patrick's well I 
Here may it ce-alTume its flream *, 
And take a greater Patrick's name ! 

If your expences rife fo high ; 
What income can your wants fupply ? 
Yet flill you fancy you inherit 
A fund of fiich fuperior merit. 
That you can't fail of more providoDf 
All by my ku^s kind deciiion. 
For, the more livings you can fiih up, 
You think you '11 fooner be a bifhop : 
That could not be my lordts inttnU 
Nor can it anfwer the gvenU 
♦ Sec Dr. Swift's verfes on the drying-up of tliis well, 
IB this voltune. p. ^. 
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Moft think what has been heap'd on you 
To other fort of folk was due : 
Rewards too great for your iim-Sams, 
Epifllesy riddliSy epigrams. 

Though now your depth muft not be founded,. 
The time was, when you 'd haye compounded 
For lefs than Charley Grattan's fchool e 
Five hundred pound a year's no fool ! 

Take this advice then from you friend. 
To your ambition put aft end. 
Be frugal, Pat s pay what you owe. 
Before you build and you be/hwif. 
Be modcft ; nor addrefs your better* 
With begging, vain, familiar letters. 

A paflage may be found *, I 've heard. 
In fome old Greek or Latian bard. 
Which fays, •* Would crows in filence cat 
** Their ofFals, or their better meat, 
** Their generous feeders not provoking 
<< By loud and unharmonious croaking : 
" They might, unhurt by Envy's claws,. 
" Live on, and fhifFto boot their maws.*' 

* Hor. Lib. I. £p. xviL 



A LIBEL 



Itt 



A L 1 B £ it 

ON THE REVEHEND. 

PR. D B L A N Y^ 

AND HIS EXCELLENCY 

JOHN LORD CARTERET. 17*9^ 

TXELUDED mortal, whom Ac grtot 

^^ Chufe for companions Ute d Mi 5 

Who at their dinners, enfofhiUef 

Get leave to fit ^Vhene'er you will ; 

Then boaftihg tell us where y6u dih'd^ 

And how his lord/hip wis fo kind ; 

How many pleafant things he fpoke. 

And how you lHugPdzt every Joke i. 

Swear he *s a mod facetious man i 

That you And h'd. ar6 cup and cai i 

You travel with k heavy load. 

And quite miflake prefermenVs rOicf; ; 

Suppofe my lord and you alone ; 
Hint the Icaft int^reft of your own, 
His vifage drops, he knits his br6w» 
He cannot talk of bufinefs now : 
Or, mention but a vacant pqfi^ 
He'll turn it off with, " Name your toaft:**^ j 

Nor could the niceft artift paint 
A countenance with more conftrain't. 

For as, their appetites to quench, 
tords keep a pimp to bring a wcnch| :' 
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So men of wic are but a kind 
Of pandars to a vicious mind ; 
Who proper objcfts muft provide 
To gratify their luft of pride, 
When, wearied with intrigues of ftatc. 
They find an idle hour to prater 
Then, ihall you dare to afk a place^ 
You forfeit all yonxv patron's grace. 
And difappoinf: the fole de(ign» 
For which he fummon*d you to dinf^ 

Thus Congreve fpent in writing plays. 
And one poor office, half his days : 
While Montague, who claim'd the iUtion^ 
To be Maecenas of the nation, ^ 
For poets open table kept. 
But ne'er confider'd where they (lepti 
Himfclf as rich as fifty Jews, 
Was eafy, though they wanted ihoes ;. 
And crazy Congreve fcarce could fpart 
A (hilling ta difcharge his chair : 
Till prudence taught him to appeal 
From Paean's fire to party 2A2X \ 
Not owing to his happy vein 
The fortunes of his later fcene,. 
Took yco^T principles to thrive j- 
And fo might every dunce alive. 

Thus Steele, who own'd what others writj 
And flouriih'd by imputed wit. 
From perils of a hundred jails 
Withdrew to flarve, and die in Wales* 

Thut 
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Thus Gay, the bare with many friends^ 
Twice fcven long years the court attends : 
Who, under tales conveying truth. 
To virtue formed a princely youth * : 
Who paid his courtihip with the croud 
As far as modeji pride allowM ; 
Reje£ls a fervile ujber'j place. 
And leaves St. James's in difgrace* 

Thus Addifon, by lords careft^ 
Was left m foreign, lands diftrcft % 
Forgot at home, became for hire 
A traveling tutor to a *fquire z 
But wifely left the Mufes' hill. 
To bufinefs IhapM the poefs quills 
Let all his barren laurels fade. 
Took up himfelf the caurtier^s trade, 
And, grown a minifter offtnte^ 
Saw poets at his levee wait. 
. Hail, happy Pope 1 whofe generous mind 
Detefting all the Itatefman kind. 
Contemning comrUy at courts unfeen^ 
Refus'd the viiits of a queen. 
A foul with every virtue fraught^ 
By/flgff/, priejisy at poets taught ; 
Whofe filial piety excels 
Whatever Grecian ftory teUs ; 
A genius for all flations fit, 
Whofe meanejl talent is his wit ; 

* WilUam duke of Cumberland, fon to George IT. 

Hit 
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His heart too great, though fortune little, 
To lick a rafcal flntefman* s fpittle j 
Appealing to the nation*s tafte, 
Above the reach of want is plac'd : 
By Homfer dead was taught to thrive. 
Which Homer never could alive \ 
And fits aloft on Pindus' head, 
Defpifing/iit;// that cringe for bread. 

True politicians only pay 
For folid 'wotk^ but not fox play ; 
Nor ever chufe to work with tools 
Forg'd up in cotteges ztid/cbools, 
Coniider how much more is due 
To all their /ourneymen than you : 
At table you can Hotace quote ; 
They at a pinch can bribe a vdte j 
You fhew your &ill in Grecian Aory ; 
But they can manage Whig and Tory s 
You, as a triticl^ are fb curious 
To find a verfe in Virgil fpuri(Tus ; 
But they can fmoke the deep ^efigns, 
When Bolingbroke widi Pulteney dines. 

Befides, yoar patron may upbraid ye. 
That you have got a place alretdy ; 
An office for your talents fit, 
To flatter, carve, and ibcw your wit 5 
To fnuflFthc lights and ftir the fire. 
And get a dinner for your hire. 
\yhat claim have you to place ox penfion } 
^ He overpays m condefcenfion. 
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But, rcverenci docior^ vou we kijo^y 
Could never condefcend fo low i 
The vice-roy, whom you now attend. 
Would, if iiQ durft, be more your friend; 
Nor will in you thofe gifts defpife. 
By which himfelf was taught to rife: 
When he has virtue to retire. 
He 'II grieve he did not raife you highpr. 
And place you in a better flation, 
Although it might have pleased the nation* 

This may be true— fubmitting flill 
To Walpole's more than royal will } 
And what condition can be worfe ? 
He comes to drain a beggar's pirfe \ * 

He comes to tie our chains on faftcr. 
And fhew us, England is our mailer : 
Careiling knaves, and dunces wooing 
To make them work their own undoing. 
What has he elfe to bait his trap$. 
Or bring his vermin in, hvxfcrapsf j 

The offals of a cburcb diftrcft^ 
A hungry *vicar4fge at bcft ; ] 

Or fome remote inferior /^Z?, ] 

With forty pounds a year at moft? I 

But here again you interpofe— « j 

Your favourite Iqrii is npne of thofe 
Who owe their virtues to their ilationsy 
And chara^crs to ^dicarions i 
For keep him in, or turn him out, 
ITis learning none will call in doubti 

Hk 
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His ieamiftg, though a poet faid it 
Before a play, would lofe no credit ; 
Nor Pope would dare deny him wit. 
Although to praife it Phillips writ. 
I own, he hates an a6lion bafe, 
His wri^/ l)attling with his place i 
Nor wants a nice difceming fpirit 
Betwi]^ a true and fpurious merit; 
Can fometimes drop a voier^s claim, 
And give up patty to liis fame, 
I do the moft thzt friend/bip can 7 
I hate the we-royf love the man. 

But you who, till your fonune *s made, 
Muft be z/nveerener by your trade, 
Should fwear he never meant us ill ; 
We fufFer fore againft his will ; 
That, if we could but fee his heart. 
He would have chofe a milder part : 
We rather ihould lament his cafe, 
'Who muft obey, or lofe his place^ 

Since this reflexion flipt your pen, 
Infert it when you write again : 
And, to illuftrate It, produce 
This JmiU for his cxcufe : 

^ So to deftroy a guilty land 
** An ♦ angel fent by teavef^s command, 
«* While he obeys aimigbtjf will, 
^* Perhaps may feel evmpqlfbn (till; 

* ** So when an angel by divine command," 3cc. 
Addison's Campai 
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** And wi(h the talk had been affign'd 
*' To Jpirits of lefs gentle kind," 

But I, in politicks grown old, 
Whofe thoughts are of a different mouldf 
Who from my foul fincerely hate 
Both kings mdmiMiftea.ofJiate, 
Who look on courts with drifter eyes 
To fee the feeds o( vice arife. 
Can lend you an allufion fitter, 
Though flattering J^naves may call it hitter i 
Which, if you durft but give it place. 
Would (hew you many zftatefmasCs face : 
Frefli from the tripod of Apollo 
I had it in the words that follow 
(Take notice, to avoid offence, 
I here except hi$ excettence). 

" So, to efFe£l \m. monarch's ends, 
** From bell z 'vice^roy devil afcends ; 
<* His budget with corruptions crammed, 
" The contributions of the damn'd; 
** Which with unfparing hand he (brows 
** Through courts znd fenates as he goes $ 
" And then at Beelzebub's black ball 
** Complains his budget was too fmall." 

Your flmile may better ihine 
In verfe ; but there is truth in mine* 
For no imaginable things 
Can differ more than gods and kings: 
And flatefmen by ten thoufand odds 
Are ^geis juff as kings are gods. 

5 TO 
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TO DR. DELANY, 

OK THE 

I.IBELS WRITTEN AGAINST HIM. 

** — Tanti tibi non fit opaci 

** Oninis arena Tagi." Juv. 

AS forae raw youth in country bredj 
To arms by thirft of honour kd^ 
When at a (kirmiih iirfl he hears 
The bullets wbifUing round his ears. 
Will duck his head afide, will ftart» 
And feel a trembling at his heart, 
'Till fcafung oft* without a wound 
LefTens the terror of the found ; 
'Fly bullets now as thick as hops» 
He runs into a cannon's chops. 
An author thus, who pants for fame. 
Begins the world with fear and fiiame ; 
When firft in print you fee him dread 
Each pop-gun levePd at his head : 
The lead yon critic's quill conuins. 
Is deftinM to beat out his brains : 
As if he heard loud thunders roll, 
Cries, Lord, hare mercy on his foul ! 
<^oncludmg, that another ihot 
WiU ffarike him dead upon the fpot. 
But, when with fquibbing, flafliing, popping. 
He cannot fee one cicatuie dropping j 

That, 
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That, miffing fire, or miffing aim, 
His life is fafe, I mean his fame; 
The danger pad, takes heart of grace. 
And looks a critic in the face. 

Though fplcndor gives the faireft mark 
To poifonM arrows from the dark, . 
Yet, in yourfelf ivhen fmtfotb arid roundy 
They glance aiide without a wound. 

*Tis faid, the gods try'd all their art, 
How pain they might from pleafure part ; 
But little could their ftrength avail ; 
Both ftill are faftcn'd by the tail. 
T\i^^z fame an4 cenfure with a tether 
•By fate are always linked together. 

Why will you aim to be prefcrr'd 
In wit before the common herd j 
And yet grow mortify'd and vex'd 
To pay the penalty annex'd ? 

'Tis eminence makes envy rife; 
As faircH fruits attra£t the flies. 
Should ftupid libels grieve your mind. 
You foon a remedy may find ; 
Lie down obfcure like other folks 
Below the lafli of fnarlers' jokes. 
Their faftion is five hundred odds j 
For every coxcomb lends them rods, 
And fnecrs as learnedly as tliey. 
Like females o'er their morning tea. 

You fay, the Mufe will not contain, 
And write you muft, or break a vein. 

Vol. IL K ' Then, 
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Then, if you find the terms too hard, 
I^o longer my advice regard : 
But raife your fancy on the wing j 
The Iriftkfettat^s praifes fing ,- 
How jealous of the nation's freedom. 
And for corruptions, how they weed *cm ; 
How each the public good purfucs, 
How far their hearts from private views ; 
Make all true patriots, up to fhoe-boys. 
Huzza their brethren at the Blue-boys } 
Thus grown a member of the club. 
No longer dread the rage of Grub. 

How oft' am I for rhyme to fcek ! 
To drefs a thought, may toil a week : 
And then how thankful to tlie town. 
If all my pains will cam a crown ! 
Whilft every critick can devour 
My work and me in half an hour. 
Would men of genius ceafe to write. 
The rogues muft die for want and fpite ; 
Muft die for want of food and raiment. 
If fcandal did not find them payment* 
How chearfully the hawkers cry 
A fatire, and the gentry buy I 
While my hard-labour'd poem pines 
Unfold upon the printer's lines. 

A genius in the reverend gown 
Muft ever keep its owner down ; 
'Tis an unnatural conjunftion, 
And fpoils the credit of the function. 

Round 
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Round all your brethren caft your eyes 5 
Point out the fureft men to rife ; 
That club of candidates in black. 
The lead deferving of the pack, 
Afpiring, faftious, fierce, and loud. 
With grace and learning unendowed. 
Can turn their hands to every job. 
The fitted tools to work for Bob ; 
Will fooner coin a thoufand lies. 
Than fuffer men of parts to rife 5 
They crowd about preferment*s gate. 
And prefs you down with til their weight. 
For, as of old mathematicians 
Were by the vulgar thought magicians j 
So academic dull ale-drinkers 
Pronounce all men of vritfree-ibinkerj. 
Wit, as the chief of virtue's friends, 
Difdains to ferve ignoble ends. 
Obferve what loads of ftupid rhymes 
Opprefs us in corrupted times : 
What pamphlets in a court's defence 
Shew reafon, grammar, truth, or fenfe ? 
For though the Mufc delights in fiftion. 
She ne*er infpircs againft convi6lion. 
Then keep your virtue ftill unmixt. 
And let not fa6tion com© betwixt : 
By party -ftcps no grandeur climb at> 
Though it would make you England's primate t 
Firft learn the fcience to be dull. 
You then may foon your confcience lull j 

K 1 li 
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If not, however feated high, 
Your genius in your face will fly. 

When Jove was from his teeming head 
Of Wit's fair goddefs brought to bed. 
There folio w'd at his;- lying-in 
For after-birth a Sooterkin j 
Which, as the nuife purfued to kill. 
Attained by flight the Mufes* hill. 
There in the foil began to root, 
And litter'd at Pamaflus* foot. 
From hence the critic vermin fprung. 
With harpy claws and poifonous tongue. 
Who fatten on poetic fcraps. 
Too cunning to be caught in traps. 
Dame Nature, as the learned ihow. 
Provides each animal its foe : 
Hounds hunt the hare, the wily fox 
Devours your gecfe, the wolf your flocks. 
Thus Envy pleads a natural claim 
To perfccute the Mufes' fame ; 
•On poets in all times abufive, 
From Homer down to Pope inclufive. 

Yet what avails it to complain ? 
You try to take revenge in vain. 
A rat your utmoft rage defies. 
That fafe belund the wainfcot lies. 
Say, did you ever know by fight 
in cheefe an individual mite ? 
Shew roe. the fame numeric flea, 
That hit your neck but yeftcrday : 
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You then may boldly go in queft 
To find the Grub-ftreet pbct*s nefl; 
What fpunging-houfe, in dread olF jail, 
Receives them, while they wait for bail;; 
What alley they are neflled in, 
To flourifli o'er a cup of gin ,• 
Find the laft garret where they lay,. 
Or cellar where they ftarve to-day. 
Suppofe you had them all trcpann'd, 
With each a libel in his hand, 
What puni<liment would j^ou inflift ? 
Or call them rogues, or get rliem kickt ?* 
Thefe they have often try'd before ; 
You but oblige them fo much more : 
Thcmfelves would be the firft to tell. 
To make their tralh the better fell. 

You have been libel'd — Let us know, ■ 
What fool, officious told you fo ? 
Will you regard the hawker's cries, 
Who in his titles always lies ? 
Whate'er the noify fcoundrel fays, 
It might be fomething in your praife : 
And praife bcftow'd on Grub ijreet rhyiheS' . 
Would wcx one more a thoufand times. 
Till criticks blame, and judges praife^. 
The poet cannot claim his bays. 
On me when dunces are fatiric, 
I take it for a panegyrick. 
Hated bj fools, ind fools to hatff 
Be that my motto, and my fate, 

K3 DIREC- 
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/IREGTIONS FOR MAKINQ 
A BIRTH-DAY SONG, iji^, 

nn O fonn a juft and finifhVl piece, 
-*• Take twenty gods of Rome or Greecei 
Whofe godfliips are in chief requcft, 
And fit your prefcnt fubjeft bcft : 
And, ihould it be your hero's cafe. 
To Ixave both male and female race. 
Your hufinefs muft be to provide 
A fcore of goddefies befide. 

Some call their monarchs fons of Saturoi^ 
For which they bring a modern pattern ; 
Becaufe they might have heard of one. 
Who often long'd to eat his fon : 
But this, I think, will not go down. 
For here the father kept his crown. 

Why, then, appoint him fon of Jove, 
Who met his mother in a grove : 
To this we freely fliall confent. 
Well knowing what the poets meant ; 
And in their fenfe, 'twixt me and you, 
I: may be literally true. 

Next, as the laws of vcrfc require, 
He muft be greater than his fire j 
For Jove, as every fchool-boy knovvsj^ 
Was able Saturn to depofe : 
And fure no Chriftian poet breathing. 
"U'oi^ldLbe more fc^upjalous than a Hcajtlien ! 
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Or, if to blafphemy it tends, 
That 's but a trifle among friends. 

Your Hero now another Mars is. 
Makes mighty armies turn their a — s. 
Behold his glittering faulchion mow 
Wliole fquadrons at a fingle blow; 
While Viftory, with wings outfpread. 
Flies, like an eagle, o*er his head ; 
His milk-white deed upon its haunches. 
Or pawing into dead mens' paunches : 
As Overton has drawn his fire. 
Still fcen o*er many an ale-houfe fire. 
Then from his arms hoarfe thunder roU«> 
As loud as fifty muftard-bowls : 
For thunder ftill his arm fuppltes. 
And lightning always in his eyes. 
They both arc cheap enough in confcicncd, 
And ferve to echo rattling nonfenfe. 
The rumbling words march fierce along. 
Made trebly dreadful in your fang. 

Sweet poet, hir'd for birth«.day rhymes, " 
To fing of wars, chufe peaceful times. 
What though, for fifteen years and more, 
Janus had lock'd his temple-door 5 
Though not a coffee-houfe we read in 
Hath mention'd arms on this fide Sweden ; 
Nor London Journals, nor the Poftmen, 
Though fond of warlike lies as moft men | 
Thou ftill with battles (tuff thy head full : 
For, mud thy hero not ])e dreadful ? 

K 4 VifmlfJnnf' 
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Difmifling Mars, it next muft follow 
Your conqueror is become Apollo : 
That he 's Apollo is as plain as 
That Robin Walpolc is Maecenas; 
But that he ftruts, and that he fquints,. 
You M know him by Apollo's prints. 
Old Phoebus is but half as bright. 
For yours can (hine both day and night. 
The firft, perhaps, may once an age 
Infpire you with poetic rage; 
Your Phoebus Royal, every day. 
Not only can infpire, but pay. 

Then make this new Apollo fit 
Sole patron, judge, and god of wit. 
«* How from his altitude he ftoopy 
** To raife up Virtue when (he droops ; 
** On Learning how his bounty flows, 
♦* And with what juflice he beflows : 
*' Fair Ifis, and ye banks of Cam I 
<< Be witnefs if I tell a fiam, 
" What prodigies in Arts we drain, 
«• From both your dreams, in Qeorge's rcign. 
"As fiom the flowery bed of Nile" — 
But here 's enough to fhew your ftyle. 
Broad inuendos, fuch as this, " 
If well applied, can hardly mtfs : 
For, when you bring your fong in print. 
He *li get it read, and take the hint, 
(It muA be read before 'tis warbled. 
The paper gilt; and cover marbled), 

And 
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And will be fo much more your debtor^ 

Bccaufe he never knew a letter. 

And, as he hears his wit and fenfe 

(To which he never made pretence) 

Set out in hyperbolic ftrains, 

A guinea fhall reward your pains : 

For patrons never pay fo well, 

As when they fcarce have leam'd to fpelL 

Next call him Neptune : with'his tndenr 
He rules the fea^ you ffce him ride in *tj 
And, if provok'd, he foundly firks his 
Rebellious waves with rods-, like Xerxes. 
,He would have feiz'd the Spanifh phMe^ 
Had not the fleet gone out too late ; 
And in their very ports befiege- them^ . 
But that he would not difoblfge them:?' 
And make the rafcals jKiy him dearly 
For thofe affronts they give him yearly. 

'Tis not deny'd, that, whenwc wrice» 
Our ink is black, our paper wluie-^; 
And, when we fcrawl our paper o'cr^ 
We blacken what was white before :- 
I think this praftice only fit 
For dealers In fatiric wit. 
But you fome white-lead ink muft get^ 
And write on paper black as jet ; 
Your intereft lies to learn the knack 
Of whitening what before was black. 

Thus your encomium, to be ftrongi 
Mufl be applied dire^ly wrong. 

2 A tyrant 
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A tyrant for his mercy praife, 

And crown a royal dunce with bays r 

A fquinting monkey load with charms^ 

And paint a coward fierce in arms, 

Js he to avarice inclin'd ? 

i^xtol him for his generous mind : 

And, when wc ftarve for want of corn. 

Come out with Amaltliea's honu 

For all experience this evinces 

The only art of pleafing princes i 

For princes love you ihould defcant 

On virtues which they know they want^ 

One compliment I had forgot^ 

But fongfters miift omit it not j 

J freely grant the thought is old i 

Why, then, your hero muft be told. 

In him fuch virtues lie inherent. 

To qualify him God's vicegerent; 

That, with no title to inherit. 

He ^iiuft have been a king by merit. 

Yet, be the fancy old or new, 

^is partly f^lfe, and partly true : 

And, take it right, it means no more 

Than George and William claim'd before.. 

Should (omc obfcure inferior fellow. 
Like Julius, or the Youth of Pella, 
When all your lift of Gods is out, 
Prefumc to. Ihcw his mortal fnoui;. 
And as a Deity intrude, 
^cau(e he )^d the >yprld fubdued ; 
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Oh, let him not debafe your thought*,^ 
Or name him but to tell his faults, -— 

Of Gods I only quote the bcft, 
But you may hook-in all the reft. 

Now, Birth-day Bard, with }oy proceed 
To praife your Emprefs and her breed. 
Firft of the firft, to vouch your lies. 
Bring all the females of the ikies ; 
The Graces, and their miftrefs Venus, 
Muft venture down to entertain us : 
With bended knees when they adore her,t ] 
What dowdies they appear before her ) 
Nor fhall we think you talk at random. 
For Venus might be her great-grandam i 
Six thoufand years has liv'd the Goddefsjj 
Your Heroine hardly fifty odd is. 
Beiides, your fbngfters oft' have ihawa 
That (he hath Graces of her own t 
Three Graces by Lucina brought her, 
Juft three, and every Grace a daughter* 
Here many a king his heart and crown 
Shall at their fnowy feet lay down } 
In royal robes, they come by dozens 
To court their Englifh German coufins j 
Befidcs a pair of princely babies. 
That, five years hence, will both be Hebes^ 

Now fee her feated in her throne 
With genuine luftre, all her own ; 
Foor Cynthia never fhone fo bright. 
Her fj)lcndor is but borrow'd light j. 

An4 
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And only yi^ her Brotlier linkt 

Can (hine,. without him is extindb. 

But Carolina il^n^s the clearer 

With neither fpoufe nor brother near her ;: 

And dam her bf»ms a*er both our ides, 

Though Qeqj^ti^ gone a bboufand miles. 

Thus Berecynthia t;akes her place,. 

Attended by her hl^^yenly race j 

And fees a (on in ey^ry God, 

Unaw'd by Jqv«'$ aU'*/haking nod^ 

Now iuxg. im Httlft iHighnefs Freddy, . 
Who flruts like any ^ng already : 
With fo much beauty, ihew me any maid' 
That could refift this charming Ganymede !! 
Where majefty withjfweetnefs vies. 
And, like his (tthcr, early wife. 
Then cut him out a world of work,. 
To conquer Spain, and quell the Turk :: 
Foretel his empire <;rown'd with bays^ 
And golden times, and halcyon days i 
And fwear hi^ line (hall rule the nation 
For ever — till the conflagration. « 

But, now it Gomes into my mind,. 
We left a littk Duke behind } 
A Cupid in his face and iize> 
And only wants to want his eye«. 
Make fome provifion for the younker,. 
Find him a kingdom out to conquer : 
Prepare a fleet to waft him o'er. 
Make Gulliver bis commodore ; 

Int* 
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Into whofe pocket valiant Willy put, 
Will foon fubdue the realm of Lilliput. 

A ikilful critick juftly blames 
'Hard, tough, crarik, guttural, har(h| 4liff nainos* 
The fenfe can ne*er be too jejune. 
But fmooth your words to^fit the tune. 
Hanover may do well enough, 
But George and Brunfwick are too rough : 
Hcfle-Darmftadt makes a rugged found. 
And Guelp the ftrongeft ear will wound* 
€n vain are all attempts ^from Germany 
To find out proper words for harmony z 
And yet I muil except the Rhine, 
Becaufe it clinks to Caroline. 
'Hail! Queen of ifritain, Q^een of rhymifif 1 
/Be fung ten hundred fhoufand times 1 
Too happy were the poets* crew, 
tlf their own happinefs they knew : 
Three fyllables did never meet 
So fofr, fo Aiding, and fo fwect : 
Nine other tuneful words like thiat 
"Would prove ev*n Homer*s numbers ffat. 
'Behold three beauteous vowels (land, 
"With bridegroom liquids, hand ia haiid:; 
In concord here for ever fix'd, 
"No jarring confonant betwixt. 

May Caroline continue long, 
For ever fair and young ! — in fong. 
What though the royal carcafe muft, 
:Squeez'd in a coffin, turn to jift^ 
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Thofe elements her name compofe. 
Like atoms, are exempt from blows. 

Though Caroline may fill your gaps, 
Yet ftill you muft confult your maps j 
Find rivers with harmonious names, 
Sabrina, Med way, and the Thames. 
Britannia long will wear like fleel. 
But Albion's cliffs are oUt at heel ; 
And patience can endure no more 
To hear the Belgic lion roar. 
Give up the phrafe of hauglity Gaul, 
But proud Iberia foundly maul : 
iReftore the ffiips by Philip taken. 
And make him crouch to fave his bacon, 
NaiTau, who got the name cf Glorious 
Becaufe he never was vi£borious, 
A hanger-on lias always been 5 
For «ld acquaintance bring him in. 

Tx> Walpole you might lend a line. 
But much I fear lie 's in decline ; 
Andy if you cliance to come too late. 
When he goes out, you fhare his fate. 
And bear the new fuccefTor^s frown ; 
Or, whom you once fang up, fing down. 

Reje{^ with fcorn that ftupid notion, 
To praife your hero for devotion ; 
Nor entertain a thought fo odd. 
That princes (bould believe in God ; 
Btdt follow the fecureft rule, 
And turn it all to ridicule : 



Tis 
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'Tis grown the choiceft wit at Court, 
And gives the maids of honour fport. 
For, iince they talkM with Do£^or Clarke, 
They now can venture in the dark : 
That found Divine the truth hath fpoke all. 
And pawn'd his word, hell is not local. 
This will not give tliem half the trouble 
Of bargains fold, or meanings double. 

Suppofmg now your fong is done. 
To Mynheer Handel next you run. 
Who artfully will pare and prune 
Your words to forae Italian tune : 
Then print it in the largeil letter. 
With capitals, the more the better. 
Prefent it boldly on your knee. 
And take a guinea for your fee* 



SouTs rim6s. 

ON SIGNORA DOMITILLA. 

/^ U R fchool-mafter may rave i'th* fit 
^^ Of claflic beauty bac & illa^ 
Not all his birch infpires fuch wit 
As th' ogling beams of Domitilla. 

Let nobles toaft, in bright charopab, 
Nymphs higher born than Domitilla 1 

I 'U drink her health, again, again. 
In Berkeley's tar, or fars-parilla* 

I At 
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At Goodman*s-Fields I Ve much admir'd 
The poftures ftrange of Monfieur Brilla.; 

But what are they to the foft ftep, 
The gliding air, of Domitilla ? 

Virgil has etemiz'd in fong 

The flying footlleps of Camilla : 
'Sure, as a prophet, he was wrong ; 

He might have dreamt of Domitilla, 

f Great Theodofe condemn'd a town 

For thinking ill of his Placilla, 
Jlnd deuce take London, if feme knight 

O' th' city wed not Domitilla! 

"Wheeler, Sir George, in travels wife, 

Gives us a medal of Plantilla ; 
'But O 1 the emprefs has not eyes, 

Nor lips, nor bread, like Domitilla. 

"Not all the wealth of plundered Italy, 
Pil*d on the mules of king At-tila, 

•Is worth ohe glove (I *11 not tell a bit a lie) 
Or garter, fnatch'd from Domitilla. 

•Five years a nymph at certain hamlet, 

Y-clepcd Harrow of the Hill, a- 
•— 'bus'd much my heart, and was a damn'dlet 

To verfe — » but now for Domitilla. . ' , 

'Dan Pope configns Belinda's watch ^ 

To the fair Sylphid Momentilla, . 
lAnd thus I oSer up my catch > 

To th* fjiowMKhiteiuuids of Domitilla. 

HELTER 
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H E LTER SKELTER; 

ORy 

The Hue and Cry after the A t t o r n i e s, 
upon their riding the Circuit. 

^TOW the a€^ive young attomies 
•^^ Brifkly travel on their journies. 
Looking big as any giants, 
On the horfes of their clients, 
Like fo many little Mars's 
With their filters at their a — s, 
Brazen-hiked, lately bumifli'd. 
And with harnefs- buckles furnifli'd. 
And with whips and fpurs fo heat. 
And with jockey-coats cpmpleat. 
And with boots fo very greafy. 
And with faddles eke fo eafy, ^ 

And with bridles fine and gay, 
Bridles borrowed for a day. 
Bridles deilin'd far to roam. 
Ah I never, never to come home. 
And with hats fo very big. Sir, 
And with powdered caps and wigs. Sir, 
And with ruffles to be ihewn, 
Cambrick ruffles not their ovra. 
And with Holland ihirts fo white. 
Shirts becoming to. the iight, 
Vol. IL L shirts 
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Shirts be-wrought with different letters. 
As belonging to their betters, 
With their pretty tinferd boxts^ 
Gotten from their dainty doxies. 
And with rings fo very trim, 
.Lately taken otit of lim — 
And witli very little pence, 
And as very little fenfc, 
With fome law, but little judice. 
Having ftolen from my hoftefs, 
From the barber and the cutler,' 
Like the foldier from the futler ; 
From the vintner and tlie taylor, 
Like the felon from the jay lor ; 
Into this and t'other county. 
Living on tlid pvbhc bounty; 
Thorough town and thorotigh village. 
All to plunder, all to pillage ] 
Thorough mountains, tlK}rough vallies^ 
Thorough (linking lanes and aHev^, 
Some to — kifs with farmers fpcrufes^ 
And make merry in their hocrfbs; 
Some to,— tumble coumry wenches 
On their rufhy-beds and benclics^ 
And, if they begin a.frtyji 
Draw their fwords, and -* mn awty j 
All to murder equity^ 
And to take a double fcr; 
Till the people all are quiet. 
And forget to broil and riot^ 



HELTER SKELTER. 147 

Low in pocket, eow^d in courage, 
Safely glad to fup their porridge. 
And Vacation 's over — then, 
Hey, for London town again. 



THE LOGICIANS REFUTED, 

T OGICIANS have but ill defined, 

•*-^ As rational, the human-kind. 

« Reafon, * they fay, " belongs to man |** 

But let them prove it if they can. 

Wife Ariftotle and Saiiglefius, 

By ratiocinations fpecious, 

Have ftrove to prove with great precifion. 

With definition and divifion. 

Homo efi ratione pr/editum ; 

But, for my foul, I cannot credit 'em, 

And mull, in fpite of them, maintain. 

That man and all his ways arc vain ; ' 

And that this boalkd lord of nature 

1» both a week and erring creature j 

That inftin£l is a furcr guide 

Than reafon-hoafling mortals pride ; 

And that brute bcafts are far before 'cm, 

Deus efi anlma bniiorum- 

Who ever knew an honcft brute 

At law his neighbour profccute ; 

Bring a6lion for aflault and battery, 

Or friend beguile with lies and flattery ? 

L 9 0'« 
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O'er plains they ramble unconfin'd. 
No politicks difturb their mind ; 
They cat their meals, and take their fport, 
Nor know who 's in or out at court. 
They never to the levee go, 
To treat as dcareft friend, a foe : 
They never importune his grace. 
Nor ever cringe to men in place j 
Nor undertake a dirty job, 
Nor draw the quill to write for Bob ; 
Fraught with inve6tive they ne'er go 
To folks at Pater-nofter-row z 
No judges, fiddlers, dancing-mafters. 
No pick-pockets, or poetafters, 
Are known to honed: quadrupeds : 
No fingle brute his fellows leads. 
Brutes never meet in bloody fray, 
Nor cut each other's diroats for pay. 
Of beads, it is confefs'd, the ape 
Comes neareft us in human fhape ; 
Like man, he imitates each fafliion. 
And malice is his ruling pafHon : 
But, botli in malice and grimaces, 
A courtier any ape furpaflcs : 
Behold him humbly cringing wait 
Upon the ininifter of flate ; 
View him foon after to inferiors 
Aping the conduft of fuperiors : 
He promifes with equal air. 
And to perform takes equd caic. 
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He in his tvm finds imitators j 
At court, the porters, lacqueys, waiters. 
Their maftcrs' manners ftill contraft ; 
And footmen lords and dukes can i&. 
Thus, at the court, both great and fmall- 
Behave alike ; for all ape all. 

THE PUPPET-SHOW. 
'TH H E life of man to reprefent, 
-■- And turn it all to ridicule. 
Wit did a pupfet-Jbo'w invent, 
Where the chief a£lor is a fool. 

The gods of old were logs of wood. 

And worihip was to puppets paid ; 
In antic drefs the idol ftood, 

And prieft and people bow'd the head. 

No wonder then, if art began 

The (imple votaries to frame. 
To (hape in timber foolilh man, 

And confecrate the block to fame. 

From hence poetic fancy leam'd 
That trees might rife from human forms. 

The body to a trunk be turn'd, 
And branches ifTuc from the arms. 

Thus Daedalus and Ovid too, 

That man 's a blockhead, have confeft j 

Povvel * and Stretch * the hint purfue j 
Life is a farce, the world a jeft. 

* Two famous puppct-(how men. 

L ^ "tVt; 
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The fame great truth South Sea ♦ hath prov'd 

On that fam'd theatre, the ttUey ; 
Where thoufands, by direftors mov'd. 

Arc now fad monuments of folly. 

What Momus was of old to Jove, 

The fame a Harlequin is now^ 
Tlie former was buffoon above. 

The latter is a Pmich below. 

This fleeting fcenc is but a ftage, 

Where varioirs images appear ; 
In different parts of youth and age 

Alike the prince and peafant fliare. 

Some draw our eyes by being great, 

Falfe pomp conceals mere wood witlijn ; 
And legiflators rang'd in ftatc 

Are oft* but wifdom in machine. 
A ftock may chance to wear a crown. 

And timber as a lord take place j 
A Ihtue may put on a frown, 

And cheat us with a thinking face. 

Others are blindly led away, 

And made to aft for ends unknown ; 

By tlw mere fpring of wires they play. 
And fpeak in language not tlieir own. 

Too oft', alas ! a fcolduig wife 

Ufurps a jolly fellow's throne ; 
And many drink the cup of life, 

Mix'd and cmbicter'd by a Joan* 

* See the poem on the South Sea, vol. I. p. 200 
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In (hort, whatever men puifue. 

Of pleafure, folly, war, or love ; 
Tkts fnknic rac^ brings all to view : 

Alike they drefs, they talk, they move. 

Go on, great Stretch, with artful hand. 

Mortals to plcafe and |to dejrid^ ; 
And, wl)en death breaks thy vital bapd^ 

Thou ihalt put on a pufpeVs pride. 

Thou ihalt in puny wood be ftown, 

Thy image fhall prcfcrve thy fame ; 
Ages to come thy worth fliall own, 

Point at thy limbs, and tell tliy name. 

Tell Tom, he draws z farce in vain, 

Before be looks in nature's glafs ; 
Puns cannot form a witty fcene, 

^01 pedantry for humour pafs. 

To make men a6^ as fecfelcfs wood^ 

And jchatttr in a myijtic flrain. 
Is a mere force on flelh ai)d blood. 

And ihews fome error in the brain* 

H« that would thus refine on thee, 

And turn thy ftage into a fchool, 
Thp jeft of Punch will ever be. 

And fland confell die greater fopL 
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THE GRAND QJJESTION DEBATED: 

WHETH ER 

Hamilton's Bawn fliould be turned into a 
Barrack or a Malt-house. 1729. 

npHUS fpoke to my Lady the Knight* full of care, 

" Let me have your advice in a weighty affair. 
** This Hamilton's bawn f, whiUl it flicks on my hand^ 
" I lofe by the houfe what I get by the land ; 
" But how to difpofe of it to the befl bidder, 
" For a barrack % or malt-houfey we now muft confiden 

" Firfl, let me fuppofe I make it a malt-boufe^ 
** Here I have computed the profit will fall t* us j 
** There 's nine hundred pounds for labour and grain, 
** I increafe it to twelve, fo three hundred remain ; 
" A handfomc addition for wine and good chear, 
** Three difhes a day, and three hoglheads a year y 
** With a dozen large veflels my vault Ihall be flor'd j 
" No little fcrub joint fliall come on my board ; 
^* And you and the Dean no more ihall combine 
** To flint me at night to one bottle of wine ; 

* Sir Arthur Achefon, at whofefeat this was written. 

+ A large old houfe, two miles from Sir Arthur's 
feat. F. 

J The army in Ireland is lodged in fliong buildings 
©vcf the whole kingdom, called barracks. F. 

"Nor 
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** Nor fhall I, for his humour, permit you topurloia 
** A ftone and a qu^er of beef from my furloin. 
** If I make it a barrack, the crown is my tenant ; 
** My dear, I have ponder'd again and again on't : 
<^ In poundage and drawbacks I lofe half my rent^ 
** Whatever they give me, I muft be content, 
** Or join with the court in every debate 5 
'* And rather than that, I would lofe my eflate.*' 

Thus ended the Knight : thus began his meik wife t 
" It muft^ and it Jiali be a barrack, my life. 
** I 'm grown a mere mopus ; no company comes, 
" But a rabble of tenants, and rufly dull * Rums. 
** With Parfons what lady can keep herfclf clean ? 
« I *m all over daub'd when I lit by the Dean* 
** But if you will give us a barrack, my dear, 
" The Captain, I 'm fure;, will always come here; 
" I then ihall not value his Deanihip a flraw, 
" For the Captain, I warrant, will keep him in awe; 
** Or, Ihould he pretend to be brifk and alert, - 
" Will tell him that Chaplains Ihould not be fo pert; 
" That men of his coat Ihould be minding their prayers, 
** And not among ladies to give themfelves airs.** 

Thus argued my Lady, but argued in vain ; 
The Knight his opinion rcfolved to maintain. 

But Hannah f , who liften'd to all that was paft. 
And could not endure fo vulgar a tafle, 

• A cant word in Ireland for a poor country cler- 
gyman. F. 
t My lady's waicing-woman. F» 

As 
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As (boa as iier Ladyihip callM to be dreA, 
CryMy >< Madam, why furcly my iBaftcr *s podeft. 
'< Sir Arthur the maltiler ! how fine it will found I 
** I 'd cather the town weoe funk under gnound. 
*' But madam, i guefs*d ther« would navcr oooae good, 
*' When I Caw him fo often with ^ Darby and Wood. 
** And now my dream 's out } for I was a-dream'd 
*' That I faw a huge rat— O dear, how I fcream*d ! 
** And aftert methought, I had loft ray new (hoes s 
*' And MoUy, (he faid, I (hould hear (orae ill news. 

** Dear madam, had you but the fpirit to teaze, 
*' You might have a barrack whenever you plei^e s 
" And, madam, I always belicv'd you fo ftout, 
<* That for twenty denials you would not give out, 
«< If I had a hu&and like him, 1 furtefl, 
** Till he gave me my will, I would give him no reft ; 
** And, rather than come in the fame pair of flieets 
** With fuch a crofs man, I would lie in the ftreets t 
** But, madam, I beg you contrive and invent, 
*< And worry him out, till he gives his confcnt. 
^ Dear madam, whene'er of a barrack I think, 
** An I were to be hang*d, I can't ileep a wink : 
" For if a new crotchet comes into ray brain, 
** I can't get it out, though I *d never fo fain. 
** I fancy already a barrack contriv'd 
" At Hamilton's hawn, and the troop is arriv*d ; 
^ Of this to be fuft Sir Arthur has warning, 
*< And waits on the Captain betimes the next morning. 

* Two of ^ir Arthur's managers. F. 

«Novr 
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^< Nxnv ftxy whentlvy mett, how tbesr Honours bdiunw; 
«« Noble Captain, yowr fcrvant*'— " Sir Arthur^ ysur 

« flavc J 
«* You honour mc much''-*** The hoiioor is mine.^*^' 
" Twas a fad rainy night" — " But the morning is finc."^ 
" Pray how does my Lady ?**■—" My wife 's at yaur 

fervjcc."— " 
*« I tlunk I have foen her pifljure by Jervas."--*- 
<*ijood*morrow, good Captain. I'll wait 00 you 

" down/*— 
« You lb|i*n'tflir a foot**— *< You *H diink me a clown t 
" For all the world, Captaio— *' ** Not half an inchlor- 

« ther."-«- 
" You mud be obeyed !"— « Your fervant, Sir Arthur! 
** My humble rcfpefts eo my Lady unkaowA.**-- 
*< I hope you will ui^e my houfe as your own." 

** Go bring me my fmock, and leave oifyour pnKf^ 
*^ Thou had certainly gotten axup in thy pate." 

*' Pray, madam, be quiet ; what was it I (aid ? 
" You had like to have put it quite out of my hosJi, 
** Next day, to be fure, the Captain will come, 
" At ithe head of his troops, with trumpet and drunu 
** Now, madam, obferve how he muxhes in ftace : 
" The man with the kettle-drum enters the gate : 
** Dub, dub, adub, dub. The trunipetjers follow*. 
" Tantara, tantara; while all the bpys hollow. 
** See now comes the Captain all daub'd with gold l^ct 
*' O la ! the fweet gentleman ! look in his face ; 
*' And fee how he rides like a lord of the land, 
** With the tine flaming Avord that hue holds iabishanclir 
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" And his horfc, the dear creter^ it prances and rears; 
*' With ribbons in knots at its tail and its cars : 
** At laft comes the troop, by the word of command, 
•'Drawn up in our court j when the Captain crics> 

« Stand ! 
*f Your Ladyihip lifts up the fafh to be fcen 
*« (For furc I had dixerCd you out like a queen). 
** The Captain, to ihew he is proud of the favour, 
*' Looks up to your window, and cocks up his beaver 
** (His beaver is cock'd ; pray, madam, mark that, 
** For a Captain of horfe never takes off his hat, 
f* Becaufe he has never a hand that is idle» 
•* For the right holds the fword, and the left holds the 

« bridle). 
•* Then flouriflies thrice liis fword in the air, 
•* As a compliment due to a lady fo fair; 
*V(How I tremble to think of the blood it hath fpllt F^ 
** Then he lowers down the point, and kifles the hilt, 
** Your Ladyihip fmiles, and thus you begin j 
" Pray, Captain, be pleas'd to alight and walk in." 
'* The Captain falutes you with congee profound, 
*' And your Ladyihip curtfics half way to the ground. 
*' Kit, run to your mailer, and bid him come to us, 
•' I *m fure he '11 be proud of the honour you do us. 
*' And, Captain, you 11 do us the favour to Hay, 
" And take a fliort dinner here with us to-day : 
" You 're heartily welcome : but as for good cheer, 
*' You come in the very worft time of the year j 
** If I had expelled fo worthy a gucft — " 
•• Lord 1 madam ! your Ladyihip fure is in jell; : 
" " " You 
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^ You banter me, madam 5 the kingdom muft grant — '* 
« You officers, Captain, are fo complaifant !" 

*< Hift, hufly, I think I hear fomebody coming — " 
" No, madam ; 'tis only Sir Arthur a-humming. 
**'To ihorten my tale (for I hate a long flory) 
** The Captain at dinner appears in his glory ; 
** The Dean and the * Doftor have humbled their pride, 
** For the Captain 's entreated to fit by your fide; 
** And, hccaufc he 's their betters, you carve for him 

"firfti 
« The Parfons for envy are ready to burft. 
** The fervants amaz*d are fcarce ever able 
" To keep off their eyes, as they wait at the table ^ 
" And Molly and I have thru ft in our nofe 
** To peep at the Captain in all his fine clones, 
>-*' Dear madam, be fure he's a-fine-fpoken man, 
" Do but hear on the Clergy how glib his tongue ran | 
** And, madam, fays he, if fuch dinners you give, 
** You '11 ne'er want for Parfons as long as you live. 
** I ne'er knew a Parfon without a good nofej 
** But the Devil 's as welcome wherever he goes : 
<' G — d — n me ! they bid u« reform and repent, 
•* But, z — s I by their looks they never keep Lent ? 
'** Mifter Curate, for all your grave looks, I 'm afraid 
*' You caft a (heep's eye on her Ladyfliip's maid : 
" I wilh fhc would lend you her pretty white hand 
" In mending your cafTock, and fmoothing your band 
" (For the Dean was folhabby, andlook'd like a ninny, 
^* That the Captain fuppos'd he was Curate to Jinny), 
• Doftor Jinny, a clcigyman in tlic neighbourhood. F. 

" Wheaever 
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•* Whenever you fee a cafToek and gown» 

^< A hundred to one hut it covers a clows. 

^ Obferve how a Parfon comes into a room ; 

*^ G^- d— n me! he hobbles as bad as my groom ; 

*' Afcbolmrdf when juft from his college broke loofe, 

«* Can hardly tell how to cry ^ to a goofe j 

<* Your ♦ Novidsy and Bluturch, and Omursy and ftufF, 

« By G^— , they don't fignify this pinch of fntifF. 

** To give a young gentleman right education, 

•«* The army *s the only good fchool in the nation : ' 

•** My fchool-raafter calPd me a dunce and a fool, 

^* But at cutFs I was alwa5'^s the cock of the fchool ; 

^* I never could take to my bopk for the blood o* me, 

*^ And the puppy confefs'd he cxpefbed no good o'me. 

-** He caught me one morning coquetting his wife, 

^* But he mauPd me, I ne*cr was fo maul'd in my life : 

^ So I took to the road, and, what *s very odd, 

^^ The firft man I robb'd was a Parfon, by G — , 

« Now, madam, you '11 think jt a ftrange thing to fay, 

^< But the fight of a book makes me fick to this day." 

** Never fince I was bom did I hear fo much wit, 
** And, madam, I laughM till I tliought I fiiould fplir. 
** Sp then you look'd fcornful, and fnift at the Dean, 
** As who (hou'd fay, Nonvy am I fjiinny and hmt ? 
** But he durft not fo much as once open his lips, 
« And tlic Do6^or was plaguily down in the hips.** 

Thus meicilefs Hannah ran on in her talk. 
Till ihe heard the I>ean call, << Will your Ladyihip 
«< walk?" 

♦ Ovids, Plutarchs, Homers. 

t Nick-names for my lady. 

Her 
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Her Ladylkip anfwcrs, " I *m jttft coming down :** 
Then, turning to Hannah, and forcing a frown^ 
Although it was plain in her licart fhe was glad, 
Cry'd, " Hufly, why fure the loencb is gone mad ! 
" How could thefe cbimera^s get into your brains ?— 
" Come hither, and take this old gown for your pains. 
^ But tlie Dean, if this fecret iliould come to his ears, 
" Will never have done with his gibes and his jeers : 
" For your life, not a word of the matter, I charge yc s 
** Give me but a barrack, a fig for the clergy.** 

TO DEAN SWIFT. 

BY SIR ARTHUR ACHESON. 

/^ 00 D caufe have I to ling and vapour, 
^^ For I am landlord to the Drapier : 
He, that df e? cry car 's the charmer. 
Now cofideftsends to be my ftH-mer, 
And grace my villa with his ftrains $ 
Lives {uch a bard on Britiih plains ? 
No ; not in all the Britiih cotirt ; 
For none b«t witlings thers refdvt, ' - 

\yBofeiidnies and works (thoug'k dead) are made 
Immortal by the Dunciad ; 
, And, fure as monument of brafs> 
Their fame to future times Ihall pafs. 
How, with a weakly warbling tongue. 
Of brazen knight they vsdnly fung : 
A fubje^ for their genius fltj 
lie dares defy both febfe and Wit. 

What 
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"What dares he not ? He can, we know it, 

A laureat make that is no poet ; 

A judge, without the lead pretence 

To common law, or common fenfc ; 

A bifhop that is no divine ; 

And coxcombs in red ribbons ihine : 

Nay, he can make, what 's greater far, 

A middle-Hate 'twixt peace and war; 

And fay, there Ihall, for years together. 

Be peace and war, and both, and neither. 

Happy, O Market-hill ! at Icaft, 

That court and courtiers have no tafle : 

You never elfe had known the Dean, 

But, as of old, obfcurely lain j 

All things gone on the fame dull track, 

And Drapier*s-hill * been ftill Drumlack ; 

But now your name with Penfhurft vies. 

And wing*d with fame ihall reach the ikies« 

DR AP lER^S-HI LL. 

'TTT'E give the world to underfland, 
^ ^ Our thriving Dean has purchased land j 
A purchafe, which will bring him clear 
Above his rent four pounds a year ; 

* The Dean gave this name to a farm called Drum- 
lack, which he rented of Sir Arthur Achefon, whofe feat 
lay between that and Market-hill ; and intended to build an 
houfe upon it, but afterwards changed his minil. F. 
;. 5 Provided,! 



Provided, to iiQproTe.the ground, < ^ 

He will but additwa hundred pound ; » 

And, from his endlefs hoarded ilore, 
*To build a houfe, 'five hundred more* 
^ir Arthur too ifaall have bis wiM, 
And call the maiHion Dra^er'^'Hill : 
That, when a nation, loAg.ea{lav'd, * 

Forgets by vi^honv it oncaivMivfav^di 
When none .the Drapier«s fDtaife fhall'fing^. .7' 
His figns s^oit no longer fwisg; . r . 

His medals and his prints forgotten; 
. And allht^ '^ handkecchiefis are rotten; 
His famous Letters made waftd-paper ; 
This hill may keep the name of Dtapier.; . " 
In fpight of envy, flourifh ftill. 
And Drapier'a vie with Cooper's hilU 

THE DEAN'S REASONS 
FOR NOT BUILDING AT DRAPIER'S HILL. 

T WILL not build on yonder mount : 

"^ And, (hould you call me to account^ 

Confulting with myfelf, I find. 

It was no levity of mind. 

Whatever I promised or intended, ,^ - 

No fault of mine^ the fcheme is ended t 

* Medals were caft, many figns hung up, and hand* 
Icerchiefs ma^e with devices, in honour of the Dean* 
under the name of M.B. Prapior. F. 

Vol, IL M Not 
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Nor can you uk me as. unftetdy, 
I have a hundred caufea jeady : 
All rifen fince that pattering time. 
When Drapier's-hill appear'd in rhyme. 

I am, as now too lace I find^ 
The grtateft cuUy of mankind s 
The lowed boy in. Martin's ichooL 
May turn aftd mU me Iji^e a fooL 
How could I form (b wild a viiiony 
To feck, in dcfats, Fields Elyfian? 
To live in fear, fufpicion, variance. 
With thieves, fanatics, and barbariant? 

But here my Lady will objeA ; 
Your JDeanihip ought to recoiled, 
That, near the Knight of Gosford pkc'd^ 
Whom yo« allow a man of tafte, 
Your intervals of time to fpcnd 
With fo converfable a fdend. 
It would not (ignify a pin ,^ •. 
Whatever climate you were in. 

'Tls true, but what advantage comd 
To me from all a ufurer's plumbs ; 
Though I (hould fee him twice a day. 
And am his neighbour crofs the way s 
Jf all my rhetoric muft fail 
To flrike him for a pot of ale ? 

Thus, \^en tlie learned ant) the wife 
Conceal their talents from our eyes. 
And from deferving friends with->hold 
Tlieirgifts^ ts Miiers do their gold | 



Their 
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Their knowledge to themfelves confinU 
Is the fame avarice of tmad; 
Kor make( thecr coiurerikiiii better^ 
Than if they never knew z letter. 
Such is the fate of Gosford's Knlghti 
Who keeps his wifdom out of iighr ; 
Whofe unconlfnunicaciTe faeait 
Will fcarce one precious w^ impart : 
Still rapt in fpeculations deep« 
His outward fenfesfaft alleep; 
Who, while I talk, a fong will huni« 
Or, with his fingers, hoA dae drum i 
Beyond the ikies tranfports his inind« 
And leaves a lifelefs corplc behind. 

But, as for tne, who ne'er could cladiber htghg 
To underiland Malebraache-oip^ambrayi 
Who fend my mind (at I- believe) Ufa 
Than others do, on errands fleevelefs ; 
Can liilen to a tdb humdrum, 
And with attentioit read Tom Thumb^ 
JMy ifnnm with my body frogging. 
Both hand in haad togetlier jog^g^ 
"Sunk over head and ears in matter, 
Nor can of metaphyfics ijmaitcr ; 
Am more diverted with a quibble 
Than dream of world«;intelIigibic^ 
And think all nodons too abilra6i:ed 
Are like the ravings bf a crackt head $ 
What intercouiie of minds can be 
Betwixt the Kpig^ fuhUme «od me^ . 

Uz If 



If when £ talk, as talk I muft, ^ 

t is but prating to a bnft? 

Where frisfidfliip if by Pate defign'd. 
It forms an union in the annd : 
But here I differ from the Kai^ . 
In every pointy Uke black 'Sndwhke : • 
For none can fay that ever yet 
We both inone opinion mtt: 
Not in philofophy, or ale ; 
In ftatc-affairs, or planting icale^ • 

In rhetoric, ©r picking ftrkws ; 
In roafting larks, or making laws; 
In public fchemes, or catching flies; 
In parliaments, or pudding-pies. 

The neighbours wonder why the Knight 
- Should kt a country life delight. 
Who not one pleafure entertaitis 
To chear the folitary fcencs : 
His guefls are few, his vifits nmt 
Nor ufes time, nor time will {put ) 
Nor rides, nor walks, nor hunts^ nor fowkt 
Nor plays at cards, or dice, or bowls i 
But, feated in an eafy chair^ 
Defpifes exercife and air. 
His rural walks he ne'er adonis f 
Here poor Pomona fits on thorns t 
And there negle£fed Flora fettkt 
Jier bum upon a bed of nettles. 

Thofe thanklefs and officious caret 
I us'd to tgka ia fiiends «&ii% .. 

From 
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From which I never could refrain, , 

And have been often chid in yain : . 

From thefe I ajn recovered quite. 

At lead in what regards the Knight. 

Preferve his health, his ftore increafe ; 

May nothing interrupt his peace 1 

But now let all lus tenants round 

Firfl milk Iiis cows, and after, pound t 

Let every cottager confpire 

To cut his hedges down for fire : 

The naughty boys about the village 

His crabs and floes may freely pillage z 

He ilill may keep a pack of knaves 

To fpoil his work, and work by halves f 

His meadows may be dug by fwine. 

It ihall be no concern of mine. 

For why fhould I continue fHll 

To fcrve a friend againfl his will ? 



> 



A PANEGYRICK ON THE DEAN, 

In the Person of a Lady in the North *• 1 730. 

"D ESOLV'D my gratitude to (how, 
■■•^ Thrice reverend Dean, for all I o\ve. 
Too long I have my thanks delay'd j 
Your favours left too long unpaid; 
But now, in all our fex's name, 
My artlefs Mufe fhall (ing your fame. 

* The lady of Sir Arthur Achaibn. 

M 3 ' Indulgent 
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Indulgent you to female kind« 
To all their weaker (idci are blind 5 
Nine more fuch champions as the Dean 
Would foon rcftore our ancient reign. 
How welly to win the ladies hearts. 
You celebrate their wit and parts I 
How have I felt my fpirits rais'd. 
By you fo oft*, fo highly prais'd f 
Transform*d by your convincing tongue 
To witty, beautiful, and young, 
J hope to quit that aukward ihame^ 
Affc£Ved by each vulgar dame, 
To modefty a weak pretence ; 
And foon grow pert on men of fetifc | 
To fhew my face with fcornful air; 
•Let otiwrs match it, if they dare. 

Impatient to be out of debt, 
O, may I never once forget 
The bard, who humbly deigns to chufc 
Me for Ui« f^bje(k of his Mufe ^ 
Behind my back, before my nofc. 
He founds my praife in verfe and profe« 

My heart with emulation burns 
To make you fuicable returns : 
My gratitude the world (hall know : 
And fee, tlie printer's boy below s 
Ye hawkers all, your voices life 5 
•* A Pancgyrick on pean Swift !'» 
And then, to mend the matter ilil]| 
«• By Lidy Ana* of Markct-hilL" 



thus 
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I thus1)egin : My grateful Mu2b 
Salutes the Deati in different views $ 
Dean, butler» uiher, jefler, tutor j 
* Robert and Darby's coadjutor t 
Andy as yeu in commiilion (it. 
To rule the dairy next to f Kit. 

In each capacity I mean 
To (ing your praife. And firfl as Dean t . 
Envy muft own, you underiland your 
Precedence, and fupport your grandeurs 
Nor of your rank will bate an ace» 
Except to give Dean Daniel place. 
In you fuch dignity appears ; 
So Aiited to your ilate and years ! 
With ladies what a finGt deeorum f 
With what dcvofion you adore 'em f 
Treat me vrith fo much complaifance/ 
As fits a princefs in romance ! 
By your example and aflidance, 
Thzfelioivs learn to know their diflance. 
Sir Arthur, fince you fet the pattern, 
No longer calls mc/nife ^nd JUttterx ; 
Nor dares he, though he were a duke. 
Offend me with the lead rebuke. 

Proceed we to your J preaching next i 
How nice you fplit the hardeft text I, 

* T\\e names of two over(eers. 
t My lady's footman. 

J Tlic author preached but once while lie was there. F, 
M 4 How 



How yoxir fuperior learning ihinos 
Above our neighbouring dull divines ! 
At Beggar's Opera not £o full- pit 
J% feen, as when you mount our pulpit. 

Coniider now your oonverfation : 
Regardful of yoyr age and ftation. 
You ne'er was known, \>y pafBon ftirr'd^. 
To givo the kaft OfiVnfive word-: 
But flill, whene'er you (ilence break. 
Watch every fyllabk you fpeak : 
Your (lyle fo clear, aad fo concife. 
We never aik to hear you twice. 
But then, a parfon fo genteel. 
So nicely clad from head to heel ; 
So iine a gown, a band £o clean. 
As well become St*.Patrick's> Deao, 
Such reverential awe exprefs. 
That cow-boys know you by your drcfs ! . 
Then, if our neighboring friends come here, , 
How proud an; we when you appear. 
With fuch addrefs and graceful port. 
As clearly fhews you bred at coun ! 

Now raife your fpirits, Mr. Dean, 
I lead you to a nobler fcene. 
When to the vault you walk in flate^^ 
In quality of butUr's^mate ; 
You next to ' Dennis bear the fway a 
To you wc often truft the^key- 1 

•The butler. 



ISor can he judge wkh all I^ia asc> 

So well, what bottle holds a quart > 

What pints may beil: for bottles . pa£sy . 

Jtft to giva every man )iis jg^lals : - «. 

When proper tq produce. thi9 boft.; 

And what may ferve a coxntnoa guefE^ 

With Dennis you did ne'er combinpy 

Not you, to (leal your mailer's wine i: 

Except a bottle now and then. 

To welcome briber fenring-mea ; 

But that is with a good defign> 

To drink Sir Arthur's health and mine; 

Your mailer's honour to mainiiain ; 

And get the like returns agaiii.^ 

Your * ujber's poft muft next be handled t? 
How blefs'd am I by fuch ai man led T 
Under whofe wife and careful guardihip 
I: now defpife fatigue and hardihip : 
Familiar grown to dirt and wet^ 
Though daggled round, I fcom to freti 
From you my chamber-damfels learn 
My brokjsn hofe to patch and darn* 

Now as zjifier I accoft you ; 
Which never yet one friend has loft you. 
.You judge fo nicely to a hair. 
How far to go, and wheii to fparc j. 
By long .experience grown fo wife^^ 
Of every talle to know the fize^ 

^HefomedmesulbdtowaUCwIthdielady. P;. 
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There 's none £o ignorant or Weak 

* To take oflfence at what you fpeak* 

Whene'er yon joke, 'tis all a cafe 

Whether with Demote or His Grace ; 

With Teague'O^ Mnrphey, or an earl s 

A dutchefs, or a kitdien-girL 

With fuch dexterity you fit 

Their fieveral tdents with your wit» 

That Moll the chamher-maid can fmoke« 

And Gahagan t take every joke. 
I now become your humble fuitor 

To let me praife you as my | tutor. 

Poor I» a favage bred and born, 

3y you inftru6^ed'Cverf monit 

Ahteady have improvM fo well. 

That I have almofl learnt to fpell : 

The ncighboursi who come here to dine. 

Admire to hear me fpeak (ojine. 

How envioufly the ladies look. 

When they furprize me at my book I 

And fuie zi they're alive at night 

As foon as gcme will ihow their fpight : 

Good lord! what can my Lady mean^ 

Converfing-with that rufty Dean ! 
* The neighbouring! ladies were no greiit under- 
(landers of raillery, P. 

f The clown that cut down the old thorn at 
Market-HllL See above, p. 59. 

I la bad weather the author ufed to dire£k my hdj 
la her reading- F.^ 

I She's 
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She 's grown fo iiice, and fofiMMrmSf 
With Socrates and Epicurius. 
How could ihc fit the live*lcmg day. 
Yet never afk us once to play ? 

But I admire .your patience mod f 
That when I 'm duller than a poft, 
Kor can the plained word pronounct. 
You neither fume, nor fret, nor flounce | 
Are fo indulgent, and fo mild. 
As if I were a darling child. ] 

So gentle is your whole proceeding. 
That I could /pend my life in readings 

You merit new employments daily s 
Our thatcher, ditcher, gardener, lnily« 
And to a genius fo extenfiTe 
No work is grievous or offenfivet 
Whether your fruitful fancy lies 
To make for pigsxonvenient ftyes t 
Or ponder long with anxious thought 
To banifh rats that haunt our vault ; 
Nor have you grumbled, reverend Deaiif 
To keep our poultry fweet and clean j 
To fweep the maniion-houfe they dwell ini 
And cure the rank unfavory fmelling. 

Now enter as the dairy hand-maid » 
Such charmmg * butter never man made. 
Let others with fanatic face 
Talk of their milk for bahes ofgradi 
^ A way of making butter for breakfaft^ hy filHag • 
bottle with cream, and fluking it ci}l the butter comes. F« 

Fcoia 
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From tuhs their foufflingnonfenfe utter : 
Thy milk (hall make us tuis of butter. 
The biihop with his^/ may buio it *, 
But with his hand the Deaa can churn it. 
How are th^fftryanu overjoyed 
To fee thy ]i>Mn(hip thus employed 1 
Indead of,poring on a book, 
FrovidiDg butter for the cook 1 
Three Aioming-hDurs you tofs and (hake 
The bottle till your fingers ake : 
Hard is the toil, nor fjnall the art. 
The butter from the whey to part : 
Behold a. frothy fubdancc rife ; 
Be cautious, or your bottle flies. 
The butter comes, our fears are ceas'd ; 
And out youfquceze an ounce at leafl. 

Your Reverence thus, with like fuccefs 
(Nor is your ikill or labour Icfs), 
When bent upon fome fmart lampoon, 
Will tofs and turn your brain till noon ; 
Whichy in its jumblings round the ikull. 
Dilates and makes the vellcl full : 
While nodiing comes but frodi at fird. 
You think your gkMy head will burll ; 
But, fqueezing out four lines in rhyme. 
Are lai^y paid for all your time. 

• It is a common faying, when the milk bums 
tbM. the devil or the bifhop has fet his foot in it, 
'Jknl iMririDg been called biihop of hell. F. 

•■. . i 
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But you have.fflisM jwut genenNttiBiiid > ' • 
To works of more. crakedkindw . v .j. , 

Palladio wasiioti»alffoiktll*d.in ♦ si , 
The grandeur or tlic art of buUdbgw ; 
Two temples of m^nific fizc ... 

Attraft the cuiious traveler's eyety- . 
That might be envy'd by the Gieeluf. 
Rais'd up by yoa m twenty y«ek$t •• . 
Here gentle g^ddefs Cloacine 
Receives all offerings at her ihrine. ^ . 
In feparate celk the he's and fte'9 . . . : . 
Here pay their vows with himlid kmtJt 
For 'tis prophane when ifexes mingl^- 
And every nymph muft enter iifigle^ ♦ - 
And when ihe feels an in'wsrd mot$§9f > 

Come fiird with rt^aerence and dev^otioB* 
The bafiiful maid, to hide Mir blufli. 
Shall creep no more behind a buih $ 
Here unobfcrv'd flic boldly goes. 
As who ihould fay, ^» plmck a rsfe. . . 

Ye, who frequcat this hallowed fcene^ 
Be not ungrateful to the Dean;- 
But duly, eiK you leave your ftatwn> ' 
Offer to him a pur« libation 
Or of his own or Smedlcy'e ky^ 
Or billet-doux, or lock of hay « . 
And, O ! may all Who hither come^ 
Return with unpoiluted thumb I 

Yet, when your krfty domes! praii^ 
I fighto think of anpieot days, 

Pcrmk 
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Permit aie theo to nifc my ftyit^ 
And fwettly moralize a while. 

Thee, ^unteoos goddefs Cloacinep 
To temples why do we confine? 
Forbid in open air to breathe | 
Why are thine altars fixt beneath f 

When Saftum wl'd the flues alone 
<That golditt age to goU unknown), ' ^^ 
Tlus earthly globe, to thee aflSgn'd, W*' "* 
Receiv*d the gifts of all mankind*. * *i^ 

Ten thouiand altars>^ai^ur^ round ' 

Were built to thee widi of&rings crown'd : 
And here thy daily votaries placed 

Their facrifice mth zeal and haiU : 1 
The margin cf a purling (beam 

Sent up to thee a grateful (learn i 

{Though fometimes thou wert pleas'd to wlnk^ 

If Naiads fwept them from the brink). '« 

Or where appointing lovers rove, 

The ihcltcr of a (hady grove f 

Or offered in fome flowery vale. 

Were, wafted by a gentle gale, 

There many « flower abfterfive grew, 

Thy favorite flowers o^ yellow hue ; 

The crocus and the daffodil. 

The cowdip foft, and fweet Jonquil* 
But when at lad ufurping Jove 

Old Saturn from his empire droVei 

Then gluttotg^ mdt greafy paws 

Her napluQ pijia'd up tolM: jaws^ 

With 
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With watery chiips, tad wagging chia^ . 
Brac'd like a drum her oily Ikin ; , .^ 
Wedg'd in a fpaciou* elbow-chair^i h* 
And on her place a treble Hiare* 
As if (he ne'er could have enoug^if 
Taught harmkfs man to cram apd AufiP. 
She fent her pried in wooden ihoe9 : 
From haughty Qaul to make ragoos ; 
InAcad of whi^fome bread and cheefe. 
To dfefs their foops and fricaiTees'i 
And, for out home-bred British cheer» 
Botargo, catfup, and caveer« 

This bloated harpy, fpcung from helly 
Confin'd tliee, goddefs, to a cell : 
Sprung from her womb that impious linCf 
Contemners of thy xites divine. 
Firft, laUingJktk in woollen c^ 
Taking her after-dinner napi 
Pale dt'opjy with a fallow face. 
Her belly burft, ai^ jlow^her pace : 
And lordly gout, wrapt up in furr : 
And wheezing q/ibma, loth to (Ur : 
Voluptuous ea/e, the child of nueahb^ 
Infeding thus our hearts by fl^lth. ' 

None feek thee now in open air. 
To thee no verdant akars. rear j . 
But in their cells and vaults obfcene 
Prefent a facrifice unclean ; 
From whence imfavoiy v^apouif lofipf 
Offenfive to thjT juc«r aofe* 
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Ah ! wh«y k onr Regenerate d«ysy 
As nature promptty hi« offering pays f * 
Here nature never difference- made 
Between die fcepcre and the fpade. 

Ye great-ones, Mrhy will ye difdain 
To pay your tribute on the plain } 
Why will 3rou place in kzy pride 
Tour alurs near youf couches fide $ ' * 
"When from the homdieft earthen ware h^' - ' 
Are fent up ofierings-more finceiTy "^ 

Than where the hawghty dutchefs lockrf 
Her filver vafc in cedar-box ? • ' , 

Yet fome derotion ftill remains 
Among our harmless northern Swains, ' 
"Whofa o^iings, tplac'd in golden ranks. 
Adorn our cryflal rivers' banks ; 
Nor feldom graee the flowery downSy 
With fpiraltops and ooppk-crowns; 
'Or gilding in a funny mom 
The humble branches of a thorn. 
So, poets fmg, with golden bough 
The Trojan hero paid his vow. 

Hither, by lucklefs error led. 
The crude confidence oft* I tread*: 
Here, when my {hoes are out of cafe, 
Unweeting gild the tarniih'd laoe; 
Here, by the facrsd bramble ting'd. 
My petticoat is doubly fring'd. 

Be witnefsfor me, nymph dhiacp 
1 never robb' d tliee-with ^figns *. 
• 7 Vac 
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' Nor will the <zeaIott9 Hannah pout 
" To wa(h thy mjur'dofftring out. 

But flop, ambitious Mufe, in time. 
Nor dwell on fubje6^s too fublimt. 
J In vain on lofty heds I tread^ 
Afpiring to exalt my head ; ' 
With hoop expanded wide and light. 
In vain I 'tempt too high a flight. 

Me Phoebus in a midnight dream 
Accofting faid, * ** Go (hake your cream,** 
Be humbly* minded, know your pofl; 
Sweeten your tea, and watch your toaft. 
Thee bed befits a lowly ftyle : 
Teach Dennis how to ftir the f gutU i 
With X P^^ggy Dixon thoughtftil fit. 
Contriving for the pot and fpit. 
Take down thy proudly Iwclling failc. 
And rub thy teeth, and pare thy nailt: 
At nicely-carving ihew thy wit ; 
But ne'er prefume to eat a bit : 
Turn every way thy watchful eye ; 
And every gueft be fure to ply : 
Let never at your board be known 
An empty plate, except your own. 
Be thefe thy arts ; nor higher aim 
Than what befits a rural dame. 

* In the bottle, to make butter. F. 
t The quantity-of ale or beer brewed atOUC thne. P. 
J Mrs. Dixon, the houfe-keeper. F. 
'Vol. XL N But, 
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But Cloacmay godaefs briglit. 
Sleek — — 'iflaJms'fici" is'liiis right : 
And Smedley, flower of ^11 divifresy 
Shall fing Ihb Dean in Smbdley'VlTnes. 

TWELVE ARTI C L E S. 

I. Y E ST it may more quarrels breed, 

"^^ I will never hear you read. 
II. By difputing, I will never, 

To conVintt you; once endeavour. 

III. When a paradox you flick to, 
I will never contradift you. 

IV, When I talk, and you are hecdlefs, 
I will ihew no anger needlefs. 

V, Wlien your fpeeches are abfurd, 
I will ne'fcr objeQ a word. ' = 

VI. When you furious argue wrong, •* 

I will grievei and' libJd my tongue. 

VII. Not a jeft or humourous (lory 
Will I ever tell before ye : 
To be chidden for explaining. 
When you quite roi^ake the meaning, 

VIII. Never more will I fuppofe. 

You can tafle my verfe or profe, 

IX. You no more at me (hall fret. 
While I teach, and you forget. 

X. Yott 
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^ You ihall oem hear me tfanndery 

VHaguL ypu bltm^^ on, a^d blunder 
^I. Shew your ^poyerty of fpint. 

And in dref« place all your merit; 
Give yourfelf ten thoufiand airs; 
That with me &all break ao lquares« 

"XII. Never will I give adA*ice, 

Till you pleafe to a^^ me thrice : 
Which, if you in fcorn rc^eft, 
'Twill be juft as I expefl:. 

Thus we both <|iall have our €v4h 
Aa4 ^ou^ue i^ecial ^ien^ii* 

THE 15. 9 V O Jf. y T I Q |l 
AT MAR&ST-HILL. ifi^, 

FROM difbmt r^gipn^ f9^,\^ f<?^ 
An oj^d triumF^atc 9f fr^ds ; 
Where Phoebus pays a l[cifuity f^pcB^r 
Where never ye; a opc^in rjjpen'4 : 
Hither the frandc goddefs draws 
Three fufferers in a ruin'jd c^ufe : 
8y fa£^ion bani^M^ here u^ite^ 
A Dean*, a S^nurdf, a|id a Knight | 

* Dr. Swift. 

t Col. Harry Leflie, who fcnrcd and li?^ Jong; 
In Spain, Seep. 189. 
I Sir Arthur At:keftfn. 

N e Vmc^ 
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Unite, but on conditions cruel ; 

The Dean and Spaniard find it too weH, 

Condemn'd to live in fenrice hard ; 

On either iide kis honour's guard : 

The Dean, to. guard his honour's back, 

Muft build a cafUe at Dnimlack ; 

The Spaniard, fore againft his will, 

Muft raife a fort at Market-hill. 

And thus the pair oi humble gentry 

At nortb znd foutb are pofted centry $ . 

While, in l>is lordly caftlc fixt. 

The Knight triumphant reigns betwitt : 

And, what the wretches mod refent, 

To be his (laves, muft pay him rent 5 

Attend him daily as their chief, 

Decant his wine, and carve his beef. 

Oh, Fortune I 'tis a fcandal for thee 

To fmile on thofe who are leaft worthy : 

Weigh but the merits of the three, / 

His ilaves have ten times more thten he. 

Proud Baronet of Nova Scotia 1 
The Dean and Spaniard muft reproach ye : 
Of their two fames the world enough rings : 
Where are tbj fervices and fufFcrings ? 
What if for nothing once you kift, 
Againft the grain, a monarch's fift T 
What if, among the courtly tribe. 
You loft t plaice, and fav'd a bribe } 
And then in furly mood came here 
To fifteen hundred pounds a year. 

And 
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And fierce agJiinft the Whigs haranguM > 
You never ventured to be hang'd. 
How dare you treat your betters thus ? 
Are you to be compared with us ? 

Come, Spaniard^ let us from our farms 
Call forth our cottagers to arms i 
Our forces let us both unite. 
Attack the foe at left and right f 
From Market-hiirs exalted head. 
Full northward let your troops be led f 
While I from Drapier*s- mount defcend. 
And to the fouth my fquadrons bend, 
New-river-walk with friendly fhade. 
Shall keep my hoft in ambufcade ; 
While you, from where the bafon ibmds. 
Shall fcale the rampart with your bands, 
Nor need we doubt the fort to win 5 
I hold intelligence within. 
True, Lady Anne no danger fears. 
Brave as the Upton fan (he wears ; 
Then, left upon our firll attack 
Her valiant arm fhould force us back» 
And we of all our hopes deprived j 
I have a ftratageiji contrived. 
By thefe embroidered high-heel'd Ihoes 
She fhall be caught as in a noofe ; 
So well contriv'd her toes to pinch, 
She '11 not have power to ftir an inch : 
Thefe gaudy ilioes muft Hannah place 
Dired before her lady's face j 

N 3 . The 



The ihoes put oA, our faithful portref»^ 
Admits us in^ to ftorm the fortrefs ; 
While tortui^d Madam hound itmabs 
Like Montezume, in golden chuns^ 
Ov like a cat withi walnuts fliod, 
Stumblbg at every (lep (he trod. 
Sly hunters thu8^ in Bdmeo's tfle» 
' To catch a monkey by a wile. 
The mimic animal amufe ; 
They place before hira gloves and ftoe» ^ 
Which \(^en the brute put» aukward on;« 
All his agiUty is^ gone : 

In vain to friik or climb he tries ; 
The huntfmen feize the grinning prize* 
But let us on our firA affault 

Secure the larder and the vault : 

The valiant Dennis * Jou muft £x on. 

And I *11 engage with Peggy Dixon t « 

Then, if we once can feize the key 

And chefty that keeps my lady's tea. 

They muft furrendcr at difcretion ;- 

And, foon -as we have gain'd poUeilion^ 

We '11 aft as oriier conquerors do. 

Divide the realm between us two ; 

Then (let me fee) we '11 make the Knight 

Our clerky for he can read and write ; 

But muft not think, I tell him that, 

like Lorimer % to wear his hat : 

♦ The butler f T1t« houfe-kccper* 

1 The agent. 

. Yet, 
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Yet, ^hqi) w« d}pfi widioiii; a friend. 
We 'H place hinwat thf lower end. j 
Madam, wl^e jQ^il). does all in drefs lie^ 
May fenre to wait Qp Mrs, LelGe ; 
But^ lei^ it might n^o^ be fo proper . . 
Tha^^er QWi^roaid.iboA>ld pver-top her^ 
To mortify th^ ci;^ai;ure Qipre,. 
We '11 tfdce her heels five inches lower* ^ -; ^ 

For Hannah, when, we have no nee<) of hcr^ 
*Twill be ourintereft to get rid of lier i 
And, when \ye execute pur. pk)t» 
'TIS beA to hang.hei on t;ke fpoc j 
As all yoqr. p^^litlQians wife . 
Difpacch the rogues by whom they rifeir 



T R A U L U 5. 
A D I A^'L O G U E 

BETWEEN 

TOM AND ROBIN. 1730. 

THE FIRST FART. 

7'om. CAY, Robin, what can Traulus* mea» 

^ By bellowing thus againft the Dean ? 
Why docs he call him paltry fcribbler, 
Papirty and Jacobite, and Libclcr j 
Yet cannot prove a (ingle fa£t ? 
Rolfin^ Forgive liim, Tom : lus head is eracRr,- 
* Lord Alien.. D; 8* 

1^4 *r-^v^ 
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T. What mifchicf can the Dean h»yc done hin^ . 
That Traulus calls for vengeance on him ? 
Why muft he fputtcr, fpawl, and flayer it* 
In vain agwnft the people'^ farourite ? ' 
Revile that nation-faving paper,- 
Which gave the Dean the name of Drapier > ' 

R. Why, Tom, I think the cafe is plain j 
Party and fpleen have turn -d his brain. 

^. Such friendfliip never man profeft> . 
The Dean was never fo cared ; 
For Traulus long his raneour nurs'd, 
Till, God knows why, at laft it burft. 
That clumfy outiide -of a porter, 
How could it thus conceal a courder ? 

R» I own> appearances are bad ; 
Yet ftiU infift the man is mad. 

T. Yet many a wretch in B«dlam knows 
How to diilinguiih friends from foes ^ 
And, though perhaps among the rout 
H« wildly flings his filth about. 
He (Vill has gratitude and fap'ence, 
TjO fyf^ the folks that. give him ha'pence; 
Nor in their eyes at random pifles, 
But turns aflde* like, mad UlylTes : 
While Traulus all his ordure fcattcrs 
To foul the man he chiefl^^ flatters. 
Whence come thefe inconfiftent fits ? 

R, Why, Tom, the man has loft his wits. 

T. Agreed : and yet, when Towzer fnaps 
At people's heeU with frothy chaps, 

Hangs 
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Hangs down his. head, and drops his tail,- 

To fay he^'s mad, will not avail ; 

The ncighboulrs all cry, " Shoot Kim dead,'. 

** Hang; drown, or knock him on the head.^* 

So Traulus when he firft KaranguM*, 

I' wonder why he was not hang'd'; 

For of the two, without difpute, 

Towzer 's the lefs ofFenfive brute, 

R, Tom, you miftake the matter quite |- 
Your barking curs will feldom bite; 
And though you hear him fttrr-tut-tut-ter,, 
He barks as faft as he can utter. 
He prates in fpite of all impediment; 
While none believes that what he faid he meant >. 
Puts inr his -finger and his thumb 
To grope for words, and out they come. 
He calls you rogue j there *i ndthing^ in it,.. 
He fawns upon you in a minute : 
** Begs leave to rail, but, d — n his blood !* 
<* He only meant itfor your good : 
** His friendihip was exadHy tim'd, 
** He (hot before your foes were prim'd, 
** By this contrivance, Mr. Dean j 
« By G— ! I 'li bring you off as clean — *" 
Then let him ufe you e'er fo rough, 
•' 'Twas all for love," and that 's enough. 
But, though he fputter through a feflion. 
It never makes the Icaft impreffion : 

* This is the ufual excufe of Traulus, when ho 
abufcs you to others without provocation, F. 

What- 
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Whatever he fpc^s^for pa^ncfs.gocsi 
With na eife^ joa f^^nds qf £^'. 

Tl The icrubbleil cur in 911 ips pack. 
Can iet the raai^^* on your back. 
I own, his vaiijaieh is a j.e^^, 
If that were alU Bm he. 's pofTeilt 
Incarnate with ;i thoufand iapps^ j 
To work whofe ends his madnefs pimps ^ 
Who a'er each (bring and wire pFefide^ 
Fill every pipe^ each motion guide i 
IHre^ng every vice we find ,, .^ ^ 
In Scripture, to the deyi^ f ^gn'd ; 
Sent from the dark infernal region, . 
in him they lodge, ai^d make him li^otu 
Of bretbnn he 's ^faljk accufer ; 
A flanderer, traitor, and feducer { 
A fawning, ba.fe, trepanning liar ; 
The marks peculiar of his fire. 
Or, grant him but a drone at befl f 
A drone can raife a homet's^neft 
The Dean ha^ felt t^eir (tings before ^ 
And muft their malice ne'er give o'er h 
Still fwarm and buz^ about his nofe I, 
But Ireland's fiiends ne'er wanted fxs.. 
A patriot is a dangerous pod. 
When wanted by his country mo(lj 
Pcrvericly comes in evil times. 
Where virtues are imputed crimes.. 
His guilt is clear, the proofs are pregountf; 
A traitor to the vices regnant. 

Whar 
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What fplrity imce tUt vKi^lihtAtii 
Could ahfii^s bear xxyjirrvi nmtk dUim P 
Which God pronounc'd^ he nev^r wonld^ 
And fbon convkic'd them lyf a fI6o^^ 
Yet ftill the Dein on freedom raves j. 
His fpirit always ftrires with iliives» 
Tis time at lad to f]pare his ink'^ 
And let them, rot^ or hang, or ^k*. 
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THE SECOND PART. • 

npRAULUS, of amphibious^ brecd^, 
*** Motley fruit of mung^il feed j 
By the dam irorA lordlings fprungi 
By the^r^ cxhal'd from dung n 
Think on every vice in botli, 
Look on him, and fee their growth* 

View hiro on the mother's fidSrJ 
Fill'd with falfehood,. fplcen, and prJJtj, 
Pofitive an<l over-bearing. 
Changing Aill, and flill adhering; 
Spiteful, peevifh, rude, untoward^. 
Fierce in tongue, in heart a coward; 
Whtn lus friends he moft is hard on^ 
Cringing comes to beg their pardon j. 
Reputation ever tearing,. 
Ever dcarcft friendfliip fwearing ; 

JudgrciCtt.^ 
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Judgment weak, and pailion fhx^ng,. 
Always various, always wrong; 
Provocation never waits. 
Where he loves, or >vhere he hates ; 
Talks whate'er comes in his head ; 
Wilhes it were aU unfaid. 

Let me now the vices trace. 
From ^tfatbir's fcoundrel race. 
Who could give the looby fiich airs ? 
Were they mafons, were they butchers ? 
Herald, lend the Mufe an anfwer 
From his atavus and grandfire r 
This was dextrou* at his trowel, 
. That \jws bied to kill a cow well : 
Hence the greafy^clumfy mien 
In his drefs and figure feen ; 
Hence t]|e mean and fordid foul. 
Like his body, rank and foul ; 
Hence that wild fufpicio.us peep. 
Like a rogue diat fleals a fheep ; 
Hence he learnt*he butcher's guile. 
How to cut your throat and fmile 9 
Like a butcher, doom'd for life 
In his mouth to wear his knife \ 
Hence he draws his daily food 
From his tenants vital blood. 

Laftly, let his gifts be try'd, 
Borrow'd from the mafon's fide : 
Some perhaps may think him able 
In the itate to build a Babel ; 



Coul 
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Could we place him in a flatioa 
To deftroy the oXAfoundation. 
True indeed^ I fhould be gladder. 
Could he learn to mount a ladder. 
May he at his latter end 
Mount alive, and dead dcfccnd ! 
In him tell me which prevail^ 
Female vices moft, or male ? 
What produced him, can you tell ? 
Human race, or imps of bell? 

ROBIN AND HARRY*. 

1^ OB IN to beggars, with a curfe, 
*^ Throws the laft ihilling in his purfe j 
And, when the coachman comes for pay. 
The rogue muft call another day. 

Grave Harry, when the poor are preffing, 
Gives them a penny, and God's bleffing ; 
But, always careful of the main. 
With two-pence left, walks home in rain. 

Robin, from noon to night, will pratei 
Runs-out in tongue, as in eflate : 
And, ere a twelvemonth and a day. 
Will not have one new thing to fay. 
Much talking is not Harry's vice ; 
He need not tell a ftory twice : 
And, if he always be fo thrifty. 
His fund may laft to five and fifty. 

* Sons of Dr. Leflie, Harry was a colonel in the 
Spaniih fervice. See above, p. 179. N. 

7 "^ 
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It fo fell out, that cautious Harry, 
As foldiers ufe, ifbrlove muft marry. 
And, with his dariic, the ocean croft j 
(All for Love, or tl^ World well Lofll) 
Repairs a cabin gone to ruin, 
Juft big enough t;o Ihelter two in 5 
And in his houfe, if any body come. 
Will make them welcome to his modicum, 
^Vlierc Goody Julia milks the cows. 
And boils potatoes jfpr her fpoufe ; 
Or dams his hpfe, or mends his "breeches. 
While Harry 's fencing up his ditches. 

.ltol4n» ^Iio ne'er his mind could fix 
^o live widbouc a coach and fix, 
;To patch his broken &rtvnes, found 
A miilrefs wordi £ve thoufand pound 1 
Swears he could get her in an hour. 
If Gaffer Harry would endow her : 
AndTell, to pacify liis wrath, 
A birth-right for a mefs erf broth. 

Young Harr}^ ^i^ Europe knows. 
Was lon^ the (^uinteilence of beaux % 
But, when efpous'd, he ran the fate 
That mufi attend die marryM (late; 
From gold brocade and fining armaur^ 
Was metamorj^ps'd to « farmer ; 
His grazier^ coat with din befmear^d j 
Nor twice a week will ihave his beard. 

Old Robin, all bi^s youth a iloven. 
At fifty-two, whien tc grew lovinjj;. 
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Clad In a coat of paduafoy, 
A flaxen wig, ancf'^aiftcoat gay, 
Powdcr'd frbm ffibulcJcr 3bwn td flank, 
In courtly ftyle adcffctfcs'fiink' ; ""^ ' 
Twice ten years 6)ldcr than lifl wiife. 
Is doom'd to be a bciu fe)i' life; ' ' 
Supplying thofe defeats by drefs. 
Which I muft leave Ac world to gucfs. 

TO BETTY THE GRIZETTE. 1730. 

OUEEN of wit and beauty, Bett^ ! 
Nevcrlnay die Mufe forget ye V' 
How thy face charms every fliepherd, 
Spotted over like sTleopard I 
And thy freckled nec^, difplay'd. 
Envy breeds in every mai<i. 
Like a fly-blown cake of tallow. 
Or on parchment ink turn'd ytUowj 
Or a tawny fpeckled pippin, 
SHriv^rd wicn a wxnterV t:ebping. 

And, thy beanty thus difpatch^i 
Let me praife thy wit unmatched. 

Sets of phrafds, cut jmd ^i^,*' 
Evermore thy tongue f^pply. 
And thy memory is load^ ' 
With old fcraps from plays exploded t 
Stocked with repanees and joked^ ' 
Suited to all chriflian fblks ;' 
Shreds of wit, and fenfdefs rhymes, 
Bluader'd out a thouOinid dmeis. '^^' 

5 N^t 
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Nor wilt thou of gifts be fpatring^ 
Which can ne'er be worfe for wearing. 
Picking wit among collegians. 
In the play-houfe upper regions ; 
Where, in eighteen*penny, gajl^, 
^irkh nymphs' learn Irifli. raillery :• 
iBut thy merit is thy failing, 
.And thy. raillery is ridling. 

Thus with talents well endu^ 
* fTo be icurrilous and rude i 
\When you pcijly raife your fnout, 
Fleer, and gibe, .and laugh, and 'flout; 
This among Hibernian afles 
"^For (heer vnt and humour paHes. 
Thus indulgent Chloe, bit, 
i Swears you have st Aworld 6f wit. 

DEATH AND DAPHNE. 
TO AN AGREEABLE YOUNG LADY, 

BUT EXTREME L'Y XE AH. 1730. 

DEATH went upon a. folemn day 
At Pluto*s halLhis. court to pay : 
The phantom, having humbly kift 
."His griily monarch?8 footy fift, 
Prcfented him the weekly T)ills 
'Of doftors, fevers, plagues, and pills. 
; Pluto, obferving fince the peace 
'IThe buiial-article iecreafe. 

And 



■And, vext to ice affiiin mifoinrfi ^ 
^eclar'd in council, Dea^ mixft nnuay | * v 
>VowM he no longer eould Support ^ 

'Old batchelors about hk court { • 
The intciriift of his tetAm l»d need 
That' Death fteuM^ get a numierous bueed t 
''Young DcathlingSy who^ by pia^oe made 
Proficient in tlieir fialhert trade, .. T 

^^ith colonies mig^t^lbdk armind 
?His large dominions vndcai gvotuid* f - - 

A confult of coquettes M»w , ^ 

"Was called, to rig bim-oot a beau t . ^. , 
From her own bead M^;aBra takes 
A periwig of twifted iiaakea ; 
"Which in<^niceft faibion^Ufl'd 
4,L}kc toupets of thi^ upper w«r)d}. 
With flour of fulphur powder'd wel!^ 
That graceful on his ibouldeis £b11{ 
An adder of the fable Icind 
In line dire£^ hung dowm behind i 
The owl, the raven, and the bat, 
ClubbM for a feather to Ins hat i 
His coat, an ufurer's velvet paU, 
Bequeathed to Pluto, coipfe and all. 
But, .feth tus perfon to expofe 
Bare, like a carcafe pickt by crows, 
A lawyer o*er his hands and" face 
Stuck anfuUy a parchment-cafe/ 
No ncw-fluxt rake ihew'd fidrer &in | 
Kor Phyllis after lytng-in. ,..-.. 

.".^VOL, II. O With 



With fnaff wa% liUkl )m fhM bM 

OC ihin-b^Ml nmk l»y Ai pQl« ^ 

Nine fpirits of. Ui^toAUIS SiH 

Widi aconite ^ioq^oi Uil chpfW. » 

And give him wwril. <f AsfW^fel fauilt* 

ThiNi.fiiriift'A 9v^ te i(Rn( kia tmb 
To take a houfe |^ WarfiA-Ufl*< 

A complimentil mfitS^fm^*^ 
Hieir prefident tQL&MkfcfaMtit 
Harangued, aii4 wrlfioiiii'd him tft tAWO^. 

But Death M btu£neSi>lft di^fiWs. 
His mind was raniiif^«ihij».m«tch<i 
And, hearing muekof; Ikphm^kiMBMr ■ 

Fine as a cqjlaiiel ^; thtiguanJiy 

To vifit wherf te ftteaft oaoiai;: 

She, as he came into tkmvoam^. 

miought liim 4d(»it%'iit.iM9.bj|pom. 

And now her h^^ wiiih fies^fatre jomfs^ 

She fcarce reifiei9betis;Mtwit «ikt»un|is ( 

For fuch a iba{ie,Q& iktti'Vidi^hoiiO 

Was never fej^b eiwpptf )ie» Qmi> : 

Charm'd with his ey/^a^, apd<M#i. anlfiKNlf^. 

Her pocket-gla(s,d|pw fljijiy 4n^i 

And grew enaniaHfidrW^tb|her<|^2Srv 

As j ufl the counceps^rt. of. hfK 

She darted tpany a.pi^va|»g):|n€0» 

Aad freely made the fifft'aAyAQCfti. 



Wat 0f hnr bet^ gjM^^ib vaiti; 
She doubted nott(vwaPthc^y^wliV.' 
Nothing flie thought could fooner gain him, 
Than with her wic to entenain him. 
She aflL'U'tbout her fStnds }klovft 
This meagre fop, that batter 'd beau : 
Whether fotiie later' de^ed'tbafts' 
Had got gallants'aabn^chis ^bbfls?' 
If Cloe were a (harper iAVt 
As great as ever arqiiaHlitfe^' 
(The ladies there nrnfl n^d's lib'ibblfi; 
Fbr eards, we know, tt^Mltb's \)d6kttf 
If Floriraci had found her Ibtc; 
For whom fliehattgM heffttf ahoVe^' 
How oft* a week wasktJJt abtU" 
By Profcrpinc at PlntbV hafll'f ' 
She fancied thofe' E!yf!ai)f' fltBt^bf 
The fweettil placer fi)ir?m]«itueridttV 
How pleafant^ on the batifesoT Styie; 
To troll it io a coadh'ani^iix'! 

What pride a fcrrtafe hcatt'iilffinJeii t 
How endlcfs afeTatfib^tiSMi's aims'! 
Ceafc, haughty njriiiph'j tItt'Fttcs'Becnft' 
Death mu(l not be a fptfulefbr thee*: 
For, when by chance ijbe'Migrie <Ha6e' 
Upon thy fclart* his «&j^ laic»r 
Thy hand as^drf' ahdcdd'a^ lcad> 
His matrimonial f{fiyi(!^tfet^' 
He felt about his fadiQflf5a''«Ufl^^ 
That quite extinguifii'd Ovf^'s^ivfi^'t 

O a Awa^ 
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Away the frighted fycS^^ icuds» .^ « -^ * • «. * • 
And leaves my lady in the fuds. 

DAPHNE. 

Tr\ APHNE knows, vnth equal ealc, 
"^^ How to vex and how to pleafej 
But the foUy of heriex 
Makes her fole delight to vex, 
14ever woman more devis'd 
Surer ways to be dei^s'd : 
Paradoxes weakly wielding. 
Always conquer'd, never yielding. 
To difpute, her chief delight, 
With not one opinion right : 
Thick her arguments ihe lays on, 
And >^th cavils combats reaibn ; 
Anfwers in deciiive way, 
Kever hears what you can fay : 
Still her odd perverfenefs ihows 
Chiefly where ihc nothing knows ; 
And, v/\kcrt (be is moft familiar. 
Always peeviiher and fillier : 
All her fpijits in a flame 
When file knows (he 's moft to blame. 

Send me hence ten thoufand miles, 
Fram a face that alwap fmiles t 
None could ever z6k that part, 
But a Fury in her heart. 

Ye 
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Ye who hate fuch inconMence, 
•To be eafy, keep yodr'diAiince j ^ 
Or in folly ftill befriend her. 
Bat have no concern to mend hfcr. 
Lofe not time to coqtradif): her. 
Nor endeavour to cohvi£t her. 
Never take it in your thought. 
That Ihe '11 own, or cure a fault. 
Into contradiftioh wa^m hcjf, , 
Then, perh^, yovBiay refban her; 
Only take this rule ftlongy .; . 
Always to ad vife her wroqg^o '• 

And reprove her when flie ^s right § 
She may then grow .wife iar fpight. 

No — tliat icheme will ne'er fucceed^ 
She has better leatnft her creed : 
She 's too cuamng» and too iktlful. 
When ta yield, and whtn bt wilfiiL 
Nature holds her forth two mirrors. 
One for truth, and one for errors : 
That looks hideous, fidrce^ and fright^ ; 
This is flatteiing and ddightfU s 
That ihe throws away as foul s 
Sits by this, to drefs her fouL 

Thus you have the cafe in ticw^ 
Daphne, 't#ixt therDelM and ydu, 
Heaven forbid he &ouid defpife thee ! 
But will never more adviie diee., 
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THE PHEASAMT AND THE LAllR 

A FABL?;. ftY PJl, D^LvANy. .ij^, 

«* Tarn pj^ticns ij^s, ^ngi ferrets, t^ ^9^'(e ?» 

• - J***' 
T N 4Qcient diiwfi «M.bifdt indite^ 
^ (If cletks htiwc coB|\'4l4Hr ftcoidf right>, 
A Peacock reign'd* whflfe^|!^mn0usiway 
His fubjed^ with Mj^ oliff : 
i/ll^ taU w;^s Hpmicwu^iig beboMt 
Keplete witkfO0i%i9iet4qiidgdl4 

Whofe Ufin at nncf.^ xxd>;aiid «dfe>f ' 
A°<i princely ^nfti'dii^'iiiaiLjTegiDnSy 
Apd (btpiinenwifry and Taiiant ledums* 

A Phearanf LaBi#y^ itfaov^^die n.% 
Wi;b every gnuoB mid ofcat bkft, 
Was fcppfip lUaf, »i4ixtt,iuit4nl]^ 
The fcept^e of ^ nrigliboil^ing hill ^^ 
No {denfi^ wa^ to^blMB upkn^wn. 
For all the artt. were all bit g^ t 
In all the livinf^^MnM^^iipilf 
Though ti>jpre deHghtnl wtth die dead t 
For bir^s, if $wuk ukt fiiy tn]^. 
Had then tf^eir Popecand Hfstf^vtt^oOf, 

* Lord Cartere^ Iprd U^v^mnt, of Irelandt 
4 Vciand. 

CoilW 
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Could read and write in ft^te tad vttft^ 

And fpeak iiiBe «*«» nd biiiiia Kke lVmt«^ 

He knew their vcMoes, and t^cir wings. 

Who fmootheft fawtSf whoibdttft fin^t | 

Who toils with ilUflwIf^ t>eiii Do dUmkf 

And who attaint tfbe trae^fi^iflie t 

Their mexitt hfc couM Well.dcfory^ 

He had fo exquiiitfe «i tye i 

An^ when that fjnlHi^> to ikcw tben ddar^ • ^ 

He had as e;»piiriM tti cir* 

It chanc'd^ 4s on a 4ty he A^l]^'d^ 

Beneath a« Aea^entie ibaiky h. ' : ^ :f 

He lik!d/amidft a thboCuni tkroMf^ 

The wildiieik of a Wooriho^'t t Mcas^ 

And fearch*d» tad ^'<l» tnd fetz'd his gtnB^ 

And took him faomt^ aad aodv him tamci 

Found hin on trial tfus and thlt^ 

So ahcer'd and fed hna it his tabk. 

Hei c fom^ fiirewd <rki»k iiiidt I 'm eaiightt 
And cries out, «< Bettor M than taught" «*« '*■ 
Then jefts on gam And #4Nff^# and reads 
And jeAs, and fo nay mU proceeds^ 

Long had he (ludy'd in the . Woodt 
CoBVtrfing with d^e m4(c and geodi 
His foul withharmoay ifif|pir*d^ ^ 

With lov« of truth and vinue &r*d s 
His BrethrenlB good and Maker's praii* 
Were all the ftudy of hts kys i 

* A famous modesn architefL 
+ Dr. Dclany. ' 

O 4 Weic 



Were allhitftttiiy lOiietiraty . v, 

An^aow etnplvy'd him with the Great* 

His friendiup was. tiie 6ire icToft 

Of al^ the wfetchedti at dK .Court s 

But chi^aierk ift4iftK& 

His greateft bkffii^ was to hfeft. m^ : - 

This iix*d hia.i».lus PaooB-s breait^ 
But fir'd with envy alb the veflrt 
1 ineaiiifaat mnfy ara*ing cnwv 
Who round the Courrinceflant fiewy- - 
And prey'd likfirooksf by pairs and dozens^ 
To fiU the maws oi font and couiiiis i 
^ Unmov'd tbair heart* and chill'd theis blosdy. 
^ To evepy ilotig^t'cfiiQOBunon goodf,' 
^ Qanfining everyihepe^and isare" 
To tl^owB lowaontra&edfpheve. *' 
Thefe ran him. down wath. oea&lefs oryy. 
But found it hard to ceU- yoti why. 
Tin }m own wovch<and wit fupply'd' 
Sufficient roaaer to deride :' 
•* 'Tis Envy^ fefefVy ftMreftrulcr 
** To hide her rag* in ridicule r 
** The vulgar ey« Ae beft beguiles* 
«< When all her fiiakes arr deck'd with fhrites r^ 
Sardonic fmiles, by rancour rais'd Y 
^ Tormented moft when ieeming pkas'd I"' 
Their fpxj^t had more than half expired,. 
Had he not wrote what all admired ; 
What morfels had their malice wanted^ 
But that he built| and phmn^d, and planted f 

5 Hew 
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, How had }m iienfe and learning giMd thenv - 
But that his charity relieved diem I* •• 

** At higheft Worth dull: Malice reaches^ 
** As flugi pollute die faireft'pMches t 
•* Envy defames, as harpiea^^ vile • ' '- 

^ Devour she food they :firft defile.*'' 

Now ^ifc the frak of all hia favour — • 
*' He was not hitherto a favcr"'— . • 
. What then oouM taak^ theieii-ape. r«n sad ?" 
** Whyt what he ic^'^ not what hehad*. 

'< What tyrant, e'er invented lopes^ * 
*' Or ra^ifSy; op sods, to puniAi^h^^ f 
** Th' inheritanice of Hope mA -Fame 
^ Is feldom Barthly Wifdom't ^m p 
'' Or, if it weve, is not io fmall^ - 
^ But there is room enough for all.'*' 

If he but chance to hxeathe aibng' 
(He feldom (ang^ and neferlong)-^ 
The noify, rude, malignant croud. 
Where it was high, pronoune'd it loud r -^ 

Plain Truth was Pride \ and what was filUer^ *' 
Eafy and FBtendly was Familiar. 

Or, if he tun'd his lofty lays, 
With folemn air to Virtue's pKdfe, 
Alike abufive'and erroneous. 
They ctU'ck k hoarfe and unhannonidut :: 
Yet fo it wa» to fouls like theirs, ' 
Tunelefs as Abel to the Bearfr r 

A Rook * with harih malignant caw 
Began, was followed by a Daw f ' * 

• Dr. T— r. f Right Hon. Rich. Tighe. 
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(Xboii^iiMW^ who mnM hcikati^tbkab^, 

Are pofitive kivas a Cvow) { 

Jack Hrw was (econded ^r Tft, 

Tom Tit * «fioU imnte, laad fii iie «iic| 

A tiibe of tiuiek((B.pBitttn'fbllow9 

The Jay^ rXk.Magfk^ and'tfaft Bwttton r 

And t«M«t7 iMCt their throais let Ioa6^ 

Down to the wkk& waddfing Goofe* 

Some pick*d trhim, icnc iew, feme flttttei<» 
Some hi^d» ibmeicieain'iy a«d ^dicrfr iiMiliier*d t 
The CroWy on «amaDii ^lonttD feflft. 
The Carrion Cvow eondcmn'd his taAt r 
The Rook iaicarlMft eoo, aioc jAmg^ 
Swore all hi> fiagmg was but eiMduiag. 

Some thought they OKant to Aew their wkf ' 
Might think ib AiU •«*« bat that Acf writ" — 
Could it be fpigbt fir envy I — «( No x^ 
** Who did ntf iU# coity hare no iac" ««. 
So Wife Simplifiity efteem'd^ 
Qgiie otfaerwiie True Wisdom deem'd ; 
Tfaif qoei&OB ngiitfy underAoodt* 
•* What more provokes than dobg good ? 
<< A ibul ennobled and refin'd 
«« Reproaches every bafer mind : 
** As ftrains exalted and aelodiotts 
<« Make cvtty vManer mufick odwus." •^ 

At length the N^htingalef was hetrdt 
For vcnee and wifdom long rerer'd, 

t Dr. Shcndw* t Dean Swift. 

EiUem'd 



ffleem'd of all,(be iwife «id gooyj^ 
Tine X9V^«d^^ <*W^ of. thic wood a^ 
He long in ^itpq^c^ jp<tv!^r 

Yet not oMs^^y h^ m»» 9fimf4t^ 

His bmhr^'k ^rvik-^JW^l jiftwqg» 

He liv'd indigiuific <K)gyd CQO^plMiqJfg ^ 

They now 9f«c(h ^covp^ jbi^^.^lftpkiir 

(It feems the Lai;)L hi^ b^sepx hi|^koI^ 

A favourite ii;M^ l^M^ys iswH^iiWf 

And oft' had wak'4 fvhol« iiigto W bWT Im«^ i 

Enrag'd he canx«8^ ;h(; .<«ltKKiL 

^pofes aU'KiKiriwii^& c^«& 

$hew« him ^ tiim^m %b ^.-Ugb^ 

As moi;e enB^^fM^ ]^^ii«IUxMir ijpJlfllii^ 
They hear his Yoic^ mmI Aigl^ai^^flr^ 
For rage had VM»^ i( ^ry ^igbs 
$ham'd (ty li^ pitdQW nf )mvI<o|i% 
They hide tbeif Im^^^ 9f^ hiift. ihrif thnttilii 

ANSWER TO !>«. PRMNX'&FABi.i 

OF THvR 

PHEASANT AJ^D THE LARKU. 

TN ancitat tlinfSy tlie ^rife were able 
■* In proper tenn« to write a faHe : 
Their tales would always ju(Hy ftiit. 
The chancers of C¥«vy bru^e. 
The afs was dull, the. lion brave^ . 
Thp ftag was ftnttt, thew£»x.» k&m ^ 

Tbk 



The daw a thief, the ipe rdroH,' * * • - * 

The hound wotfM fcetit, the* wdf would prole; 

A pigeon would, if'ihown b^'Aibp, • - 

Fly from the^fcfwfc, or pitkhis peidRc tip» ' 

Far othenwie *pBtt 0tnhe ■ ' •' ^ 

Has learnt Hta.FtVlet to refine r ■ "^^ 

He jumbles men itnd' bnds toigether^ ' 

As if they- t»w«c of a feather t • ''- 

You fee him fwft'flie peacock brm^^ 

Againftallrttlet^ tobeaking; ' 

That in his tail kt-wore hh eyes, 

By wluch he grew both rich atld wtfe^ 

Now, pray, •bferve the Do^of I* choice>. 

A peacoek.«iiofe#»r flight tnd^roice: 

Did ever mortal ^ a peacock 

Attempt a flight Miore a haycodc'f - 

And for his fingmgy Do&or, you ltnow> ' 

Himfelf complaitt'd of it to Juikh- • 

He f(^alls in fuch a helliih noife. 

It frightens all the village boys. 

4*ki9 peacock kept a iUndhig force, * 

In regiments of foot and herfe \ 

Had fiatefmen too of every kind^ 

Who waited on his eyes behind 

(And this was thought the higheft poftr 

For, rule the rump, you rule the roaft)ib. 

The do£tor names but one at prefent,, 

And he of all birds was a pheafant. . 

This plieafant was a man of wit. 

Could read all books were. ever writ( 

And,. 
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Andy when among companions pmy« 
Could quote yovi Cicevo 4Uid Livj« 
Birds, as ^ £iiyH and I-4llow» 
Were fcbolars then, as we are nowi 
Could read all volumes up to folios^ 
And Seed «n fricailees and oUo^.' 
This Pheafapty by the Feacook^s will. 
Was Viceroy of a ne^hbouring luU| 
And, as he wandered in his Park> 
He chanced to ^y a Ckrgy Laikj- 
Was ta)|0n with his peribnoufivrardy 
So jMf€tti)y h€pi(^'<lacow-fe— dt . 7 

Then in a {lec tboJPheafant caught. himy x 

And in hi^ palace fed and uught him. 
The moral of ihc Tale is pleafant, . 
Himfelf the lark« my Lord the pfaeafants 
A lark he is, and fuch a laik 
As nevef cameirom Noah's ark« ■ t ' 

And though he had no «ther nodon, '■* -« - 
But building, planning, and devotion i ^ 

Though *tis a masdm yo« muft know^ 
Who does ao ill, can have no foe; 
Yet how fhall I ezprefs in words ' 

The ftrange ftupidity -of birds ? 
This Lark was hated In the wood, 
Becaufe he did his brethrtn good*. 
At lafl the.Nightingak oomM io^ 
To hold the Doaor by the chin I -. 
We all can iind out what he inean% 
The worft of difi^RrAed Deans T ' ^ 

1. :.:;t . ., ^-^^ri^fc' 
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Whofe wirac befr waraeiruiiioat^ 
And DOW that Iktifc mkit m gotii; 
Againft the Court it ikimyv blabbibg^ 
And calls tfarftagar Ii5»(» ttCMm^ ; 

We ne'iBr iho«kkte«#tllarlitf ikHricfWritt^ 

Who thbkfe cfae^ ottimi tX^Mfi fkifil^'^ 

Bccaiife hin|fidf i9 aof pi«A^ > 

His hean is thueng^ hi6 Lihel feeii> 

:ffor could hit^Hlilide^^jMiiB tlte'C&Ml^ 

^^Vho, had flietad#nrbia i^te b^bafidltfi 

W(wldiic'erbarrAd«nf>ltoaa<eiMKh'fiUflM^^^ , 

il noble Jbonl^'lAdiiold^liSafiM^ 

And well chiliivt* thtf Mt4o0^ <tedl^ 

isOhl would tfartatam dtfign^t^Aow 

ilefentinina^irtU^ FUbUb Foe i 

•Oiir Nightingale nugfait 6t>.eag^ 

*Thefe iet^iiniAahre>. aod^ vent hi» rwgti 

.Or would thief but io^fsttors faiiid^ 

iThis emaiy ol ItuhnkWikindl 

flannoniotttCofiie t^ iMW'thy »al,. 

'Thott champioaclbr the/ coimDoai-iWQil i 

Kor on a thcmeiiik^this npin^ 

'For.oQce to .wet tliy(.pni dWket 

Bcftow that LiBckv- afdUW 

"Who daily TendriMiitbttlitiuAri 

Who dares revi)o<^4ntioli^»<wifdo«l». 

But in the praifa o^!iiiftiievil ^pitaMk ^ 

« Im Allen, the ia«ike#«^ts.iiie^ Si 

fl^ Aiblin Garreteer, 
'^f That 
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That Scribler k^i who neither kaowt 

The turn of vcrfc, aor ftylc e$ pcofe j 

Whofe malice^ for the vioiik * o£ ends,. 

Would have' us lofi: our £ngliib. fwad&i^ 

Who never had one puUic though. 

Nor ever gave* the pooi a gfroat. 

One clincher lAorey and I hays done* ^ 

I end my labours, with, a pum . 

Jove {end this. Kig(ttingale may fall^ 

Who fpends hi* day aqd, Ns^^i^fftll! 

SOf Nighting^ and Ljui4 iuUe)ft# ^ 

I fee the |^rmieft o^» in yo«- y 

THat ever lcreec|it. <» •verjknm J 



ON TtlE IUXfiil-CLUlL. 

Ij^E paultry ttbderlings df flatep. 

**• Ye fenatorls, ivho love to prate i 
Ye rafcals of inferior note. 
Who for m dtAAeflr feH a; volft ;. 
Ye pack of penfionary peer«, 
Whofe fingers ittH' fbr poets' dtrs ; 
Ye bifliG^ (arftemorMiS&om-fiitirs^ 
Why all this rage?' Why theft comfflaimi? 
Why againft printers all'd^ noiftr 
Tl.is fummoning of bUckgttard'boyt? 
Why fo fagacious in your gueffts ? 
Your ^j and /f^r, waiaitfir, and ^jf^ii'f 

^ Seeaiiewfon|;on a leditiousparophlei;iVoLI, p. %^$^ 
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Take my advice } to make you fafc, 
1 know a ihorter way by half. 
The point is jflain : remove the caufe:^ 
3)efend your liberties and )aws« 
Be fometimes to .your country true, - 
Have once the public good in vicw-t 
OBravely defphe Champagne «t Court* 
And chufe to dine at home with Porct 
;Let Prelates, by their good behaviour. 
Convince us they beHeve a Saviour } 
14or fell what ibey fo deariy bought, 
. This country, now their -own, for Might. 
l^e'er did a true fatiric Mufe . 
Virtue or Innocence abufe { 
Jlnd 'tis againft poetic rules 
To rail at men by nature fools^ ' - 
®ut ♦♦#*♦*»♦♦ 
-«*##* ^« ^ « «i ■# 



THE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE*. 

2pTATIS SU^ fifty-two, 
•^^-^ A rich Divine * began to woo 
Ahandfome, young, impesiou$,girl,t 
l<learly related to an EarL 
Her parenu and her friends confent^ 
The couple to th^ temple went : 
They iirfl invite the Cy{»rian queen \ y 

•Twas anfwer'J, *' She would not be feen :** 
, p ■'*'■' • • I • • • "i i » ' . . ..' .' ■ 
^ Thie qate and hero of this poem are unknown. N. 

The 
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The Graces next, and all the Mufec, 
Were bid in form, but fent excu(et« 
Juno attended at the porch. 
With farthing-candle for a tbrfch; 
While miftrefs Iris held her train. 
The faded bo\v (Uftilling rain. 
Then Hebe came, and too|^ her plaee, 
But ihew'd no more than half fier face. 

Whatever thofe dire forebodings meaiit^ 
In mirth the weddihg-day was fpent ^ 
The wedding-day, you take me right* 
I promife nMhing for the night. 
The Bridegroom, dreft to make t figure, 
AiTumes an artificial vigour; 
A flourilht night-cap on, to grace 
His ruddy, wrinkled, fmilingfacei 
.Like the faint red upon a pippin, 
Half withered by a winter's keeping* 

And thus fet out this happy pair. 
The Swain is rich, the Nymph is fiuri 
JBut, what I gladly would forget, 
The Swain is old, the Nymph coquette* 
Both from the goal together ftart ; 
Scarce rUn a ftcp before tiiey pa« ; 
No common ligament that binds 
7 he various textures of their 'minds f 
Their thoughts and anions, hop^ afidieaci, 
Lefs correijponding thatt their yetrs* 
Her fpoufe deiiies.fais ceflfee ioonp 
She rifes to hcT'lea SIC ApOB. 

Vot. IL P VThlh 
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While he goejout to, cheapea-books. 
She at the glaOs confults her looks ; 
While Betty 's buzzing: in her ear. 
Lord, what a drefs thefei parfons wear ! 
So odd a choice how could ihe make ! 
Wiih'd him a colonel for her fake. 
Then, on her fingers ends, fhe counts^ 
£xa£t, to what hit agl amounts. 
The Dean, ihe heard her uncle fay. 
Is fixty, if he be a day; 
His ruddy cheeks are no djfguife ; 
You fee the crowsofeet round his eyes. 

At one ihe irambles'to the fhops. 
To cheapen tea, and talk with fops j . 
Or calls a council of her maids, * 
And txadefmen, to compare brocades. 
Her weighty fnornix^-bufinefs o'er,. 
Sits down to ^Hnne^ juil- at four ; 
Minds nothing that 1$ done, or faid, - 
Her eveningrwork. fo fills her head. 
The Dean, who us*d to-dinc at one. 
Is maukii)i, and his (lomach gone ; 
In thread-bare gown, would fcarce a loufe hold^ 
Looks'like the chaplain of his houihold ; 
Behdids her/ frbm^the chaplain's place. 
In French bcocades, and Flanders lace^ 
He wonders what employs her brun, ' 

But never afks,. or «fkJB in yam; 
His mindas full pf other can^t 
And, in the fneaking parfofi'^attn,: 

5 *i Copaypjites, 
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^dnputes, that half a parifh iuti 
^Will hardly find his wife in ihocs. 

Canft thou imagine, dull Divine*, 
Twill gain her love, to itiake her fine? 
'Hath (he no other wants befide ? 
You raife delire as well as pride ; 
Enticing coxcombs to adore, 
And teach her to defpife thee more. 

If in hci* coach ihe *Il condefcend 
To place him at the hinder end, 
^er hoop is hcwft above his nofe, 
JHis odious gown would foil her cloaths, 
And drops him at the church, to pray, 
Whil^ fhe drives on to fee th»^lay. 
He, like an orderly Divine, 
Comes home a quarter after nine, 
And meets her hading to the ball : 
Her chairmen pulh him from the wall. 
He enters in, and Walks up (lairs. 
And calls the family to prayers j 
Then goes alone to taketiis reft 
In bed, where he can fpare her beft. 
At five the footmen make a din. 
Her Ladyihip is juft come in ; 
The mafquerade began at two. 
She ftole away with much ado| 
And ihall be chid this afternoon^ 
For leaving company fo foon : 
She '11 fay, and fhe may truly fay % 
She can't abide' to ftay out- late. 

P % But 
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But nou', though fcarce a twelvemonth manry^d. 
Poor Lady Jane has tlirice mifcarry'd : 
The caufe, alas, is quickly gueft ; 
The town has whifpei^d round the jeft. 
Think on fome /emedy in time, , 
You find his Reverence pad his prime. 
Already dwindled to a lath i 
No other way but try the Batli. 

For Venus, rifing from the ocean. 
Infused a (Irong prolific potion. 
That mix'd with Acheloiis' ipring. 
The horned flood, as poets (ing, 
Who, with an Englifh beauty fmittcn. 
Ran under-ground from Greece to Britain ; 
The genial virtue with him brought, 
And gave the Nymph a plenteous draught ; 
Then fled, and left his horn behind. 
For hufbands paft their youth to find : 
The Nymph, who fUU with paflion burn*d. 
Was to a boiling fountain tum'd. 
Where childlefs wives croud every morn. 
To drink in Acheloiis' horn. 
And here the father often gains 
That title by another's pains. 

Hither, though much againfl the grain. 
The Dean has carry'd Lady Jane. 
He, for a while, would .not confent. 
But vow'd his money «U was fpent : 
His money fpent I a clowniih reafon I 
And mufl my Lady flip her feafon ? 

Thfi 



TflE PROGRESS OF MARRIAGE. » i^ 
The Do6Vor, with a double fee. 
Was brib'd to make the Dean agree. 

Here all div^eilions of the place 
Arc proper in my Lady's cafe : 
With wiiich ihe patiently complieSt 
Merely becaufe her friends advife ; 
His money and her time employs 
In muficky rafBing-rooms, and toys ; 
Or in the Crofs-bath feeks an heir. 
Since others oft' have found one there : 
Where if the Dean by chance appears. 
It ihames his cafTock and his years. 
He keeps his diihmce in the gallery, . 
Till baniihM by fome coxcomb's raillery j 
For 'twould his chara£^er expofe 
To bathe among tlie beUes and beaux. 

So have I feen, within a pen, : 
Young duckling^ fofler'd by a hen ; 
But, when let out, they run and muddle. 
As initin£t leads them, in a puddle : 
The fober hen, not born to fwim, 
With mournful note clucks round the iH-iixu 

The Dean, with all his beft endeavour. 
Gets not an heir, but gets a fever* 
A vi£Um to the latl efTays 
Of vigour in declining days, 
He dies, and leaves his mourning mate 
(What could he Icfs ?) his whole cftatc 

The widow goes throuj;h all her formt & 
Mew lovers bow will come in fwarms« 

P3 Oil, 
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Oh, may I fee her foon dV(pcnfing 
Her favours to fpme brojken cnfigix J 
Him let her m^rry, fc^; his face» 
And only coat of taroiih'cl lace ; 
To turn her i^ked out of doorft» 
And fpend her jointure on bi$ whorts ; 
But, for a parting prc;&n^ ^ye htr 
A rooted pp|L to laft fox crfir 1 

AN EXCELLENT NEW BALLAD j 

OIL THE 

TRUE ENGLISH DEAN* 

TO BE HANGED FOR A RAP^. 173Q. 

L 

OUR brethren of England, who lore us (o dear. 
And in all diey do for U8 fo kindly do aiean, 
(A bleiTmg upon them !) hafe feat us this year 

For the good of our church, a true Englifh Deaa. 
A holier priefl ne'er was wn^ up in crape. 
The worft you can (ay, he committed a rape. 

IL 

In his journey to I>ublin, he lighted at Cheftcr, 
And there he grew fond of another man's wife; 

Burfl into her chamber, and' would have carefs'd her; 
But ihe valued her honour much more than her life* 

She bullied and fbruggled, and made her efcape 

To a room full of gucfts, for fear of a rape. 

* Sawbridge, Dean of Femes. F. 

JIL The 



THE TRir-E ENGLIS^H DEAN, its 

III. 
The ©can he purfttcd, to recover iiis game 5 
And now to attack'her again he prepares : 
But the company flood in defence of the dame> 
They cudgePd, and cuff him, and kick'd him dowxx 
flairs. 
His Deanfbip was iit>w in a damnable fcrapr. 
And this was na time for. committing a rape. 

IV. 

To Dublin he comes, to die bagnio- he goes. 
And orders the landlord to bring him a whore; 

No^fcniple came on him his gown to expofe, 
'Twas ^hat all his life he had pra£tis'd before* 

He had made himfelf drunic with the' juice of the grape^ 

And got a good clap, but committed no rape. 

v. 

The Dean, and his landlorid a jolly comrade, 

' RdfcSv'd'for a 'fortnigTit to fwim in delight 5 

For why, they had both been brought up to the trada 

Of drinking all day, and of whoring all night; 
His landlord was ready liisDeainlhip to ape 
In every debauch but committing a rape. 

VI. 

This Proteflant zealot, this Englifh divine, 
In church and in flate was of principles found; 

Was truer than*Stede to the Hanover hne. 

And gritv'd that a Tory fhould live above ground* 

Shall a fiibjeft'fo loyal be hang*d by the nape, 

For no other crime but commxcthig a rape ? 

P 4 VII. By 
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VII. 
By old PopUh canons, as wife pien have pennM 'em. 

Each pried bfid a concubine, jur^ ecckjut ; 
Who 'd b^ Dean of Femes without a cwimendam? 

And precedents we can produce, if it pleafe ye : 
Then why fhould the Dean, wlien whores jire fo cbcap^ 
Be put to the peril an^ (oil of ^ rap^ ? 

VIIL 
If fortune ihould pleafe but ^ take fuch a crotchet 

(To thee I apply, gtPat Smedky's fuccefR>r) 
To giv? itjicc lawn fitev^Sj ^ nd^re^ and rochet ^ 

Whom wpuldft thou rcfcinblc ? I leave thee a guefler. 
But I only behold thee in Atherton's * ihape, 
Voxfodomy hang'd ; ^ thou for a rape. 

IX. 

Ah ! dofl thou not envy the brave colonel Chartrcs, 
Condemned for thy crime at thrcefcore^and-ten I 

To hang him, aU England would lend him their gartgrf ^ 
Yet he lives, and is ready to ravilh again. 

Then throttle thyfelf with an ell of ftrong tape. 

For thou haA not a groat to atppe iox a rape* 

X. 

The Dean he was vex'd that his whores were fo willing s 
He long'd for a girl that would fhruggle and fquall} 

He ravjfh'd her fairly, and fav'd a good ihiUing % 
But here was to pay the devil and alU 

Hi^ trp^l^le and for rows now come in a heap. 

And htng'd heintifl be for committing a rape. 

t A bifhop of W^erfordi of toftmous chara£br. N* 

XI. l^ 
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XL 
If maidens are ravlfh'd, it is their own choice f 

Why are they fb wilful to ilruggle with men ? 
If they would hut lie quiet, and (Hfle their voice^ 

No Devil nor Dean could raviih them then. 
Nor would there he need of a ffanong hempen oqpo 
Ty'd round the Dean's neck for committing a n^« 

XXL 

Our Church and our State dear England malntunsy 
For which all true Proteftant hearts fliould he glad t 

She fends us our Bifhops and Judges and Deans i: 
And better woulct ^ve us, i( better fhti had* 

But, lord ! how the rabble will dare and; will gape. 

When the good Englifh Dean is hang'd^ ^ for A ttpc f 

ON STEPHEN DUCK, 

THE THRESHER AND FAVOURITE FOBT* 

A QUIBBLING EPIGRAM, 1730. 

O^HE threlher Duck could o'er the Qjjcen prcvaHf 
-■' The proverb fays, nefenci agtunfi aJUnU 
From threjbing corn he turns to threjb his brains ) 
For which her Majefty allows him grains* 
Though 'tis confefty diat thofe, who ever faw 
His poemsy think tliem all not worth ^Jirtvua I 

Thrice happy Duck, employ*d in threfbing^ir^5Zr / 
Thy toil is lei]^n'dj and thy profits doubkt 

THE 
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THE 4-A»¥'S DRES9mG*tlOOM, 1750. 
T^IVEifaouts (aad wkooandD:{tilei^in?) 

Tte<ijbdd8ftifnita:herichdMb«vi^^ 

Array 'd in lace, brocadesy-and tiiTues. 

Str^phony 3Mdio found the rx>om .was *voi/df 

And Beti^ otherwife employ'd^ 

Stole, iny And took a ikn£k, furvey 

Of ail the litter as it -lay : 

Whereof, to make the jnatier flear^ 
. .An urv««/^.follows here. 

* And, firft, a dirty fmock appcar'd. 

Beneath the arm-pits well befmear*d ; 

Sti^fhon,' thctrogue, •difplay'd k wide^ 

And tum'd it round on every (idc : 
• 'Uli Ttick-a Mfe, ^w words are heft. 

And StTQphon bids us guefs the reft; 

But fwears, how damnably the men lie 

In calling Caelia fweet and cleanly. 

' Now liftcn, whfle he next produces 
The various combs for various ufes ; 
Fifl'd-up with dirt ^ dofely fixt, 
No bruih could force a way betwixt ; 
A pafte of compofition rare. 
Sweat, dandriff, powder, lead, and hair. 
A forthead-cloth with oH upon 't, • 
To fmooth the wrinkles ©n her ftont : 



Here 



TH^itAffY'SDRiESSirNLG^OaM. ^^ 

Here alutn-Qower, to flop the -ttcAOis 

Exhal'd from kna unfavcsy ?fli»aife»s ( *' • 

There nighttgiqvw made oi'Tfii^^^Viit,' 

Bequeathed by Tripfey when AttJIiiBd? ' * 

With puppywwtter, b^zwsf^ Mp, 

Diftili'd from Trifrfcy^cUirlk^ Whdp. ■ 

Here galley-pot* and vials plse'd. 

Some filPd witfc waihes, fomc with pafter > 

Some with pomatuiiis> paints, and 1ix>pz,. 

And ointments >geod for fcabby dhops-- 

Hard-by a filthy bafon (lands, 

Foul'd with theiaottiiBg of lier iiands ; ' 

The bafon takes whatever comesy 

The fcr^ings from her teeth and puns> . 

A nafty compettfid of all hucs,*^ • 

For here ihe ffMs, and her6 fte fpots^ 

But, oh ! is tom'd poor Strephon'^ bdWel^ 
When he beheld and fmek the totrcls> ' 
Begumm*d, bematter'dy and bcAraa'd, * 

With dirt, and fweat^ and ear-wax grimed; " 
No objeft Strephon'« eye efcapes ; 
Here petticoats in frowzy heaps 5 
Nor be the ^ndkerchiefs forgot. 
All varnifli'd f>kt with fnuff and fnot. 
The ftockings why fliould I expofe, 
Stain'd with the nKHfture of her toes; 
Or greafy coifs, or pinners reckmg, i 

Which Caelia flcpt at lead a week in? 
A pair of tweezers next he found. 
To pluck her brows in arches -round j *" 

Or 
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Or hairs that fink the forehead low. 
Or on her chin like briftles grow. 

The Tirtuet we muft not kt pafs 
Of Cielia's magnifying-glafs i 
When ^ghted Strephon caft his eye on "tj 
It ihew'd the vifage of a giant ; 
A glafs that can to fight difclofe 
The fmalleft worm in Caelia's nofe^ 
And faithfully dired^ her nail 
To fqneeze it oat from head to tul 2 
For, catch it nicely by the head. 
It muft come out, alive or dead. 

Why, Strephon, will you uU the reft ^ 
And muft yott needs defcribe the cheft } 
That carelefs wench J no creature warn hsr 
To move it out ^m yonder corner ! 
But leave it ftanding full in light. 
For you to exercife your fpite i 
1^^ Jn vain the wodcman ihew'd his wir. 
With rings and hinges counterfeit, 

^ To make it feem in this difguife 

'•A cabinet to vulgar eyes. 

Which Strephon ventured to look in, 
Kefolv'd to go through thick smd thin. 
He lifts the lid : there needs no more. 
He fmelt it all the time before. 

As, from within Pandora's box. 
When Epimetheus op'd the locks^ 
A fttdden univerfal crew 
Of human evils upward fltw» 



THS LADY'S DR£SSING.ROOM* Mi 

He dill was comforted to find 
That hope at lail retnain'd behind t 
So Strephony lifting up the lid. 
To view what in the cheft was hid^ 
The vapours flew from out the vent i 
But Strephon, cautious, never meant 
The bottom of the pom to grope. 
And foul his hands in fearch of hafi. 
O ! ne'er may fuch a vile machine 
Be once in Caelia's chamber feen ! ' 

O ! may ihe better learn to keep 

As mutton-cutlets, f prims ^mt^. 
Which, tliough with art you fait and bea^ 
As laws of cookery fequire* 
And road them at the cleared fircf 
If from adown the hopeful chops 
The fat upon a cinder drops. 
To itinking fmoke it turns the flame» 
Poifoning the flefli from whence it came^ 
And up exhales a greafy (bench, 
for which you curfe the care]efs wench f 
:So things wliich mufl not be expreft, 
'W^en plumpt into the reeking cheft. 
Send up an excremental fmett 
To taint the parts from whence they (ellf 
The pettiQoats and govim peiifume, 
And waft a (link sound every room. 

^ MiltoA* i FriiM vireni »• 

Th49 



Thus Enifhing i^s grand funrey> 
The Twain difgdibd fltmk away:; 
Repeating in his amorous fits, 
-*' Oh ! Cslia«. Cadi8» Gaelia A^ !;'' 
But VeDgeaoffe> .goddeft tterer Aotping^ 
rSoon puniib'd Strephon for hii|iee|Hng^ 
His foul imagimuioirliBkt 
£ach dame Krfter with all. her fiUluii 
And, if unfarory odoizrs fly, 
vConceives a la<)yr (landing by« 
^11 women his defcription fit»>. 
And both ]deas^jum{r.]ike witft^ 
'3y viciour-iMcyxottpiedifaft^ 
.And iHiU appMring in eonirttfi, . 

I pity wretched Stiepben, hiiiid 
To all the chavRiEl of woman-kindi 
Should I the Qjjeen of Love r«fufe^ 
Secaufe ihe ;rofe from ftinking ooze^ 
To him thait IocAls behind the fcene, 
.^atira 's b«t feme jpod^y quean. 

When Caelia all her gkwy ihowsv 
If StTephcni<WMild but ftop his nodG^. 
Who now forifl^ooily blafpbemea 
Her ointments*, daubfy and paintsy aadcreame^ 
Her waihes^ ilppsy and' every clout) 
With which- hc= makes -fo foul a rout t 
He foon would Itam to .think like mt^ 
And blefs hisrraTtfli^d eyes to fee 
Such' order from confufion fprung^ 
Such-gtudy7iMl^ raii'd from dung. 

THE 
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THE POWER QP TIME, i^/^ 

TF neither brafs nor marbie- can witWland' 

^ The mortal force of Time^r deftrofHve hand 5 

If mountains fmk to vales, if cities die. 

And leffening rivers motxra their fountains dry ? 

When my old caffock (faid-a Wclfli divine) 

1$ out at elbows j why ihould I xcpmc f 

ON MR. PULTENEy'S 

BEING PUT OUT OF THE COUNClsL. if.^u. 

iCIR Robert, weary'dbyWfIl'Pulieney*s teazing^ . 

*^ Who intcmapted himin-aHhis kafingS) 

Refolv'd that Will and he ihouM-meet no moret 

Full in his face Bbh fliuts the conncil-door ; 

!Nor lets Kim fit as juftice on the bench, 

To punifh thieves, or lafh a fuburb-wcnch. 

Yet ftill St. Stephen's chapel open lies 

For Will to enter.— Wliat fhall I advife ?^ * 

Ev'n quit the HoirsE, for thcfti too long haft' fat in %. 

Produce at laft thy dormant ducal patent ; 

There, near thy mafter's throoe in ihelter plac'd* 

Let Will unheard by thee his thunder wafie. 

Yet ftill I fear your work is d6ne but half: 

For, while4ie keeps his pen, you are not USt, 

Hear an old fable^ and a duii one too 4 
It bears' ^ moral, wheni^pljr'd to you* 

A hare had long cfcap'd purfuing hminds- 
■By often (hifcinginto diftant grounds :$ 

Till, 
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Tilly finding all his artifices rain» 
To (are his Itfb he kap'd into the main. 
But there, alas 1 he could no fafety find> 
A pack oidfg'fifi^ had him in the wind. 
He fcottn away ; and, to avoid the foe, 
Defcends for (helter to the ihades below ; 
There Cerberus lay watching in his den 
(He had not feen a hare the lord knows when). 
Out bounc'd the mafliflTof the triple head ; 
Away the hare with double fwiftnefs fled; 
Hunted firom earth, and fea, and hell, he flies 
(Fear lent him wings) for fafety to the ikies. 
How was the fearful animal diftreft I > 
Beheld a foe more fierce than all the reft i 
Sirius, the fwiftefl: of the heavenly pack, 
Fail'd but an inch to feize him by the back. 
He fled to earth, but fird it coft him dear : 
He left his fcut behind, and half an ear. 

Thus was the hare purfued, though free from guilt i 
Thus, Bob, (halt thou be mauPd, fly Inhere thou wile 
Then, honefl Robin, of thy corpfc beware ; 
Tliou art not half fo nimble as a hare : 
Too ponderous is thy bulk to mount the iky ; 
Nor can' you go to bell^ before you die. 
So keen thy hunters^ and thy /cent fo flrong. 
Thy turns and doublings cannot fave thee long *. 

* This hunting ended in the promotion both of WiU^ 
and Bob. Bob was no longer firft minifler, but earl of 
Orford; and. Will was no longer his opponent, but 
earl of Bath. K. 

EPITAPH. 
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'FREDERICK DUKE OF' SCHOMBERG*. 

Hie infra fitum eft corpus 

FREDERICI DUCIS DE SCHOMBE^G, 

ad BUDINDAM occ^fi, A. D. 16^0. 

rDECANUS^t CAPITULUM maximopere ctiam 

atque ctiam pctierunt, 

Vt H^REDES DUCts monumcntum 

In memoriam parentis crigendum curarent: 

Sed poftquam per cpiftolas, .per amicos, 

diu ac faepe orando nil profccere 5 

Hunc demum laptdem ipfi ftatuerunc, 

t Saltern ut fcias, hofpes, 

Ubinam terrarum SCONBERGEN6ES cinercs 

delitcfcunt. 

" Plus potuit fama virtutis apud alienos, 

** Quam fanguinisproximitas apud fuos." 

A. D. 1731. 

♦The 'duke was unhappily killed, in crofflng the 
river Boyne, July i, 1690; and was 'buried in St. 
Patrick's cathedral j where the dean and chapter 
ereflcd a fmiill monument to his honour, at their own 
expence. 

t The words that'Dr. Swift firft concluded *the epi- 
taph with, were " Saltern ut fciat viator indignabundus^ 
♦* quali in cellula tanti dufloris cincres delitefcunt." 

"Vol. XL. Q^ CA^SINUS 
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CASSINUS AND PETER. 

A TRAGICAL ELEGY. 1731. 

'T^WO college fophs of Cambridge growtU^ 
•^ Both fpccial wits, and lovers both, 
Conferring as they us'd to meet 
On love,. and books, in rapture fweec 
(Mufe, find roe names to ^t my metre, 
Caifinus diis, and t'other Peter),* 
Friend Peter to Caffinus goes. 
To chat a while, and wann his nofe : 
But fuch a fight was never feen, 
The lad lay fwallow*d up in fpleen. 
He feem'd as juft crept out of bed ; 
One gieafy ftocking round bis head. 
The other he fat down to dam 
With threads of different-coloured yam ; 
His breeches torn expoiing wide 
A ragged Ihirt and tawny hide. 
S(<corch'd were his ibins, his legs were bare. 
But well cmbrown'd with din and hair. 
A rug was o'er his fhoulders thrown 
(A rug ; for night-gown he had none). 
His Jordan flood in manner fitting 
Between his legs to fpew or fpit in ; 
His ancient pipe, in fable dy'd, 
Aod half ui^mok'di lay by his fide. 

Him 
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Him thus accoutred Peter found. 
With eyes in fmoke and weeping drown'd j 
The leavings of his laft night's pot 
On embers plac'd^ to drink it hot. 

Wliy, Cafly, thou wilt doze thy pate : 
What makes thee lie a-bed fo late ? 
The finch, the linnet, and the thrufli. 
Their mattins chant in every bufli : 
And I have heard thee oft* falute 
Aurora with thy early flute. 
Heaven fend thou haft not got the hyps 1 
How 1 not a word come from thy lips ? 

Then gave him fome familiar; thuiqps ; 
A college-joke, to cure the dumps. 

The fwain at laft, with grief oppreft, 
Cry'd, Caslia ! thrice, and figh'd the reft. 

Dear CafTy, though to aik I dread, 
¥et a(k I muft. Is Caelia dead ? 

How happy I, were that the worft I 
But I was fated to be curft. 

Come, tell us, has ihe play'd the whore } 

Oh, Peter, would it were no more ! 

Why, plague confound her fandy locks 1 
Say, has the (mall er greater pox 
Sunk down her nofe, or feam'd her fiice ? 
Be eafy, 'tis a common cafe. 

Oh, Peter ! beauty 's but a varniih. 
Which time and accidents will tamiih r 
But Caelia has contriv'd to blaft 
Thofe beauties that might ever laft* 

Q^* Nor 
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^ . .. 

Nor can imagination guefs, 

Nor eloquence divine exprefs, 

HoN^ that ungrateful charming maid 

My pureft paflion has betray'd. 

Conceive the moft invenom'd dart 

To pierce an injured lover's heart. 

•Why, hang her; though fhe feem Co coy, 
I know fhe "loves the barber's boy. 

Friend Peter, this I could excufe ; 
For every nymph has leave to chufe ; 
Ndr have I reafon to complain, 
She lovfcs a more deferving fwain. 
But, oh ! how ill hafl: thou divin'd 
A crinie, tliat (hocks all human-kind; 
A deed unkiiown to female race, 
At which the fun ihould hide his face : 
AdviCfe in vain you woUld apply — 
Then leave me to defpair and die. 
Ye kind Arcadians, on my urn 
Thefe elegies and Tonnets burn j 
And on the marble grave thefe rhymes, 
A monument to after-times : 
« Here CalTy lics^ by Ca;lia (lain, 
« Arid 'dying- never told his pain." 

Vain empty world, farewell. But hark, 
The loud Cerberian triple bark. 
And there — ^behold Ale^lo (land, 
A whip of fcorpions in her hand. 
Lo, Chafdnfrom his leiky wherry 
Beckoning to waft me o'er the ferry. 

1 come 
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Fcome, I come, Medufa! fee,. ' . . 

Hcrferpents hifs <lire£t at me. 
Begone; unhand me, hellifli fry : 
" * Avaunt — ye cannot fay 'tis I.*' 

Dear Caify, tliou muft purge and bleed j .. ; 
I fear thou wilt be mad indeed. 
But now, by friendlhip's facred laws, 
rhet« conjure thee, tell the caufe-j- 
And Caelia's horrid .faft relate : 
Thy friend would gladly Ihare thy fate. 

To force it out, my heart muft rend: 
Yet when conjur'd by fuch a friend— , 

Think, Peter, how my foul is rackt ! 
Thefe eyes, thefe eyes, beheld the fa6V. 
Now bend thine ear, fincc out it muft j 
But, when thou feeft me laid in duft. 
The fecret thou Ihalt ne'er impart. 
Not to the nymph that keeps thy heart j 
(How would her virgin foul bemoan 
A crime to all her fex unknown !) . 
Nor whifpcr to the tattling reeds 
The blackeft of all female deeds ;. 
Nor blab it on the lonely rocks. 
Where Echo fits, and liftening mocks ; 
Nor let the Zephyrs' treacherous ^ale 
Through -Cambridge waft the direful talc j 
Noi to the chattering feather'd race 
Difcover C»lia's foul difgracc. 

* Sec MacbethV 

Qw3 But 
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'" 'But, if you fail, my fpeftrc dread, 

Attending nightly round your bed ; 

And yet I dare confide in you : 

So take my fecret, and adieu. 

Nor wonder how I loft my wits : 

Oh ! CaeHa, C«lia, Caelia ih— r 

A BEAUTIFUL YOUNG NYMPH 
GOING TO BED. 

WRITTEN FOR THE HONOI7A &F THE FAIR S£X« 

I^ORINNA, pride of Drwy-lanc, 
^*^ For whom no (hepherd hghs in vain ; 
Never did Covent-garden boaft 
So bright a battcr'd ftrolling toaft ! 
No drunken rake to pick her up ; 
No cellar, where on tick to fup; 
Returning at the' midnight hour. 
Four ftories climbing to her bower ; 
. Then, fcated on a thrce-lcgg'd chair, 
Takes off her artificial hair. 
Now picking out a cryftal eye. 
She wipes it clean, and lays it by. 
Her eye-brows from a moufe's hide 
Stuck on with art on either fide. 
Pulls off with care, and firft difplays 'em| 
Then in a play-book fmoothly lays 'em.. 
Now dextroufly her plumpers draws. 

That ferve to fill hot hollow jaws. 

Untwifts 
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Untwifts a wire, and from her gums 
A fct of teeth completely comes. 
Pulls out the rags coiitriv'd to prop 
Her flabby dugs, and down they drop, 
Proceedmg on, the lovely Goddefs 
Unlaces next her ftcel-ribb'd bodice. 
Which, by the operator's fkrll, 
Frefs down the lumps, the hollows filL 
Up goes her hand, and off fhe flips 
The bolfters that fupply her hips. 
With gentleft touch Ihe next exfdores 
Herihankres, ilTues, running fores ; 
£ffe£):s of many a fad difafter, 
And then to each applies a plaifler : 
But muft, before fhe goes to bed. 
Rub otFthe daubs of white and red. 
And fmooth the furrows in her front 
With greafy paper fhick upon't. 
She takes a bolus ere flie fleeps ; 
And then between two blankets creeps 
With pains of love tormented lies ; 
Or, if fhe chance to clofe her eyes. 
Of Bridewell and the Compter dreams. 
And feels the lafh, and faintly fcreams; 
Or, by a faithlefs bully drawn, 
At fome hedge-tavern lies in pawn ; 
Or to Jamaica feems tranfported 
Alone, and by no planter courted ; 
Or, near Fleet -ditch's oozy brinks. 
Surrounded with a hundred (links, 

(i^ 4 Belated, 
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Belated, feems on watch to lie. 
And fnap fomc cully paffing by ; 
Or, flruck with fear, her fancy runt 
On watchmen, conilables, and duns, 
From whom Ihe meets with frequent rubg j : 
But never from- religious clubs, 
Whofe favour Ihe is fure to find, 
Becaufe ihe pays them all in kind. 

Corinna wakes. A dreadful light! 
Behold the ruins of the night ! 
A wicked sat her plailler ilole, 
Half eat, and dragged it to his hole. 
The cryfta) eye, alas ! was mifs*d j 
And pufs had on her plumpers jp— fs'd^ 
A pigeon pick'd her iiTue-peas : • • 
And Shock her trcfles fiU'd with flcasw 

The nymph, thought in this mangled plight^. 
Muft every mom her limbs unite. 
But how (hall I dcfcribe her arts 
' To recolle£t the fcatterM parts r 
Or fhew the anguifh, toil, and pain. 
Of gathering up hcrfelf again ? 
The bafhful Mufe will never bear 
In fuch a fcene to interfere. 
Corinna, in the morning dizen*d. 
Who fees, wiU fpucj who fmclls, be poifon'd.-' 
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/^F Chloe all the town has rung, 

^^ By every fize of poets fung .: . 

So beautiful a jiymph appears 

But onoc in twenty thoufand years ; . 

By. Nature form'd with niceft care, 

And faultlefs to a fingle hair. 

Her graceful mien, her ibape^ and face^^ 

Confefs'd her of no mortal race: 

And then fo nice, and fo genteel ; 

Such cleanlinefs from head to heel : 

No humours grofs, or frowzy fteams, 

No noifome whiffs, or fweaty ftreams, . 

Before, behind, above, below. 

Could from her taintlefs body .flow : . 

Would fo difcrcetly things difpofe. 

None ever faw her pluck a rofe. 

Her deareft comrades never caught her 

Squat on her hams, to make maid's watert 

You 'd fwear. that fo divine a creature 

Felt no nccelTities of nature. 

In fummer_had Ihe walk'd the town. 

Her arm-pits would not ftain her gown: 

At country-dances not a nofe 

Could in the dog-days fmell her toes. 

Her milk-white hands,, both palms and backset ' 

Like ivory dry, and.fofc as wax* 

Her 
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Her hands, the foftefl ever felt, 

Though cold would burn, though dry would mclc. 

Dear VenUa, hide this wondrous msud^ 
Nor let her loofe to fpoil your trade. 
While (he ingrofles crery fwahi, 
You but o'er half the world can reign. 
Think what a cafe all men are now in. 
What ogling," iighing, toafting, vowing! 
What powderk) wigs ! what flames and darts ! 
What hampers full of bleedmg hearts f 
What fwoird-knots f what poetic fir ains ! 
What billet-doux, and clouded canes ! 

But Strephoo (ijghM fo loud and flrong^ 
He blew a fettlement along ; 
And bravely drove his rivals down 
With coach and fix, and houfe in town. 
The bafiiful nymph no more withftan<}^ 
Becaufe^ier dear papa commands. 
The charming xouple now unites : 
Proceed we to the milrriage-rites. 

Imprimsy at the temple-porch 
Stood Hymen with a flaming torch r 
The fmiling Cyprian Goddefs brings 
Her infant-loves witli purple wings : 
And pigeons billing, fparrows treading. 
Fair emblems of a fruitful wedding. 
The Mufcs next in order follow. 
Conduced by their fquire, Apollo : 
Then Mercury with filver tongue ; 
And Hebe, goddefs ever yoing;- 

5 BchoW, 
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Behold, the hridegroom and his bride 

Walk hand in hand, and fide by fide j 

She by the tender Graces dreft,- 

Biit he by Mars, in fcarlet veft. 

The nymph was covcr'd with her Jldrnmnufrp 

And Phoebus fung th' epitbalamitim. 

And laft, to make the matter fure, 

Dame Juno brought a priefl: demure. 

Lun^ was abfent, on pretence 

Her time was not till nine months hence*- 

Thc rites performed,, the parfon paid>^ 
In ftate rcturn*d the grand parade ; 
With loud huzza'i from all. the boys. 
That now the pair muft crown their joj^» 

But flill the hardefl part remains : 
Strcphon had long perplcx'd his braint^ 
How with fo high a nymph he miglit 
Demean himfelf the wedding-night- c 
For, as he view'd his perfon round. 
Mere mortal ibih was all he found : 
His hand, his neck, his mouth, and feev 
Were duly waih'd^ to keep- them fweet 
(With other parts that fhall be nameleff. 
The ladies elfe might think me fhamelefs)^. 
The weather and his love were hot 3 
And, ihould he ibruggle, I know what^- 
Why, let it go, if I m«ft teH it — 
He '11 fweat, and then the nymph may fmellit j 
While Ihe, a goddefs dy'd ui grain. 
Was unfufceptiblc of ftain, 

Attuf 
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And, Venus-like, her fragrant Ikin 
ExhaPd ambrqfia from within. 
Gan fuch a deity endure 
A mortal human touch impure ? 
How did the humbled Twain deteft 
His prickly beard, and hairy bread f 
His night-cap, border'd round with lace. 
Could give no foftnefs to his face. 

Yet, if the Goddefs could be kind, . 
What cndlefs raptures mull he find i 
And GoddelTes have now and then 
Gome down to viiit mortal men ; 
To vifit.and to court them too : 
A certain Goddefs, God knows who^ . 
(As in a book he heard it read) 
Took Colonel Peleus to her bed. 
But what if he ihould lofe his life 
By venturing on his heavenly wife ? 
(For Strephon could remember well, 
That once he heard a fchool-boy tell, . 
How Semele of mortal race 
By thunder died in Jove*s embrace*) 
And what if daring Strephon dies 
By lightning (hot from Cliloe's eyes ? 

While thefe refle6lions fill'd his hcad^ 
The bride was put in form to bed : 
He follow'd, (Iript, and in he crept. 
But awfully his diftance kept. 

Now ponder tjuetty ye parents dear ; 
F-orbid your daughters guzzling beer $ 
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And make them every afternoon 
Forbear their tea, or drink it foon; 
That, ere to bed they venture up, 
They may difcharge it every fup ; » 

If not, they muft in evil plight 
Be often forc'd to rife, at night. 
Keep them to wholefome. food confined. 
Nor let them.tafte vvhat-caufes wind: 
('Tis this the fage of Samos means. 
Forbidding his difciples- beans.) 
O ! tliink what evils muil- enfue ; 
Mifs.MoU the jade will burn it blue: 
And, when fhe once has got the art. 
She cannot help it for her heart ; 
But out it flies, ev'n when ihe meets 
Her bridegroom in tlie wedding- jQieets. 
Carminative and diuretic 
Will damp all pafhon fympathetic: 
And Love fuch nicety requires, 
One blafl will put out all his fires. 
Since hu (bands get behind the fcene. 
The wife fhould lludy to be clean ; 
Nor give the fmalleft room to guefs 
The time when wants of nature prefsj 
But after marriage. pra6life more 
Decorum than flic did before; 
To keep her fpoufe deluded (lill, 
And make him fancy what flie will. 

In bed we left the married pair : 
'Tis time to Ihew how things went there, 

Streiihon., 
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*Strephon» who had been often told 
That fortune Mi aTTifts the bold, 
RefolvM to make the ^rfl: attack 5 
But Chloe droVc Km fiercely back. 
How could a nyitaph-fo chafVe as t^hloe, 
"With conftitutioii cold and fnoWy, 
Permit af bmtift ittiB to touch hit ? 
'Ev'n lamb^ hf itkC&At^iLy the butcHer. 
Kefiftance oil tUe ti^e'd'jing-hight 
Is what our maidehs claim by right x 
And Chloe, 'ti% by all agreed, . 
:Wa8 maid'in thought, ahd word, and deed. 
Yet fome aiftgii a difiPereht rea(bn ; 
IThat Strephon diofe no pr6{^r feafon^ 

Say, Faif^es, mufti make a paufe, 
•Oir freely ttYt the fetre^ caufe ? 

Twelve cups of tea (With grief I fpeak) 
Had now.coiiihidn'd the n3rmph to leak. 
This point muft needs b(^ fettled firfl : 
The bride muft' either void or burfl. 
Then fee the dirt cffi&s of peafe; 
Tiunk what cafA give the colic eafe. 
The nymph, opprefi^'d before, behind. 
As fhips are tofs'd by waves and wind. 
Steals out her hand, by nature led, - 
And brings a vefTel into bed ; 
' Fair utenfil, as fmooth and white 
As Chloe's ikin, almofl as bright. 

Strephon, who heard the fuming rill 
As from a moify cliff diflil^ 

Cry»d 
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Cry'd out, Ye Gods ! what foundis this I 

Can Chloe, heavenly Chloc, — ^ ? 

But when he (melt a noifome fleam. 

Which oft' attends that lukc-warm fbeam^ 

< Salerno both together joins, 

As fovereign medicines for the loins i) 

And though contrived, we may fuppofs. 

To (lip his ears, yet ftruok his nofe: 

He found her, while the fcent iitereas'4» 

As mortal as himfelf at leaft. 

But foon, with like occaiions preft^ ^ 

He boldly fent his hand in queft 

(Infpir'd with courage from his bride} 

To reach the pot on t' other fide : 

And, as he fill'd the reeking vafe^ 

Let fly a roufer in her face. 

The little Cupids hovering round, 
( As pi£lures prove, with garlands crowned} ^ 
Abafli'd at what they faw and heard, 
Flew off, nor ever more i^pear'd. 

Adieu to raviihing delights. 
High raptures, and romantic flights; 
To goddeflcs fo heavenly fweet. 
Expiring ihepherds at their feet ; 
To filver meads and ihady bowers, 
Drefs'd up with amaranthine flowers* 

How great a change 1 how quickly madcl 
They learn to call a fpadc a fpade. 
They foon from sdl confbaint arc freed ; 
Can fee each other do tbiir nud. 
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• On box of cedar fits the wife, 

And makes it warm for ligard/f li/i; 

And, by die beaftly way of thinking, 

Find^reat fociety in {linking. 

Now Screphon daily entertains 

'His Chloe ia the homeliefl (brains ; 

And Chloe, -.more experienc'd grown. 

With interefl pays him back his own, 

"ifo maid at court is lefs a(ham'd, 

:Howc*cr for felling bargains fam'd, 

Than (he to name her parts behind, 
«Or when a-bed to let out wind. 
• Fair Decency, ccleftial maid ! 

-Defcend from Heaven to Beauty's aid ! 

Though Beauty may beget defire, 

*Ti8 thou muft fan the Lover's fire ; 

For Beauty, like fuprcme dominion. 

Is bcft fupportcd by Opinion : 

If Decency bring no fupplies, 
^ Opinion falls, and Beauty dies. 

To fee fome radiant nymph appear 
^In all her glitrcring birth-day -gear, 

You think fome Goddefs from the fky 
'Defcended, ready cut and dry: 

But, ere you fell yourfelf to laughter, 
• Coniider well what may come after 5 
I For ftnc ideas vanifti faft, 
^'hile all the grofs and filthy laft. ', 

O Strcphon, ere that fatal day 
*When Chloe dole your heart away, 

7 lla'd 
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vHad you but through a cranny fpy'd 
On houfe of eafe your future bride, 
.fn all the poUures of her face, 
Which nature gives in fuch a cafe • 
Didortions, groanings, ftrainings, heaving*, 
'Twcrc' better you had jick'd her leavings, 
Than from experience find too late 
Your goddefs grown a filthy mate. 
"Your fancy then had always dwelt 
*On what you faw, and what you fmelr ; 
^Vould (lill the fame ideas give yc. 
As when you fpy'd her on the privy. 
And, fpite of ChlocVfharms divine. 
Tour heart had been as whole as mine. 

Authonties, both «>id and recent, 
Dircil that women nwill be decent ; 
And from the fpoufe each blcmifli hide. 
More than from all the world befide. 

Unjuftly all our nymphs complain 
Their empire holds fo fhor: a reign ; 
Is after Aiarriage loft fo Coon, 
It hardly holds. the honey-moon : 
For, if tliey' keep not what tliey caught, 
Jt is entirely their own fault. 
They take poflcflion of the crown. 
And then throw all their weapons down s 
Though, by the politician's Tchemc, 
-Whoe'er arrives at power Tupreme, 
Thofc arts, by which at firft they gain :t. 
They flill mull pra&lfc to maintain ic» 

Vol. II. K VVhac 



What varipas ways our females take 
T« pafs fck wits before a rake ! 
And in the fruitlefs fearch purfoe 
All other methods but the true f 

Some try to learn police behaviour 
fiy reading books againft their Saviour.; 
Some call it witty to refle£t 
On every natural defe6k ; 
Some (hew tliey never want explainini^^ 
To comprehend a double-meaning. 
But fure a tell-tale out of fchool 
Is of all wits the greatefl fool $ 
Whofe rai^k imagination ^Us 
Her heart, and. from :hcr lips di(HI&; 
You 'd think ihe utrer'd from behio4> 
Or at her month was'bre^dung wind. 

Why is a handfotpe wife, ador'd 
By every eoxcomb bpt her Iprd? . 
From yonder puppet-man inquirey 
Who wifely hides his wood and wire i 
Shews Sheba's queen, completely diefi^ 
ibid Solomon in royal veft : 
But view. them litter'd on the Boor* 
Or ftrung on pegs behind the .dogr ; 
Funch is eza^ly of a piece 
With Lorrain's dqke* jmd prince of Gi^eccev. 

A prudent builder ihould forecaft 
How long the ftuffis like to laft; 
And carefully obferve the ground. 
To build on ibme^foujidaaoii found. 
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*What houfe, when its materiaU crumbk^ 
Muft HOC inevitably tamble ? 
Wliat e<Kfi€e can long endure 
Rais'd on a bafis unfecure } 
-Raih mortal ere you take « wife, 
Coiurive your pile to lafb for Iffe-: 
' Since beauty fcarce-endureS'a dayv 
And youth fo fwiftly glides away i 
Why will youmake yourfelfa bubble. 
To build on fand with hay and ilubble? 
On fenfe and wit your paffion found. 
By decency cemented round ; 
Let prudence with good-nature iliivei 
To keep eibem and lore afive. 
Then, come old age whene'er it wUl^ 
•Tour friendihip fliall continue itiU s 
And thus4ir mutual gentle fist 
ShaU never but with life exgrn. 

A P O X X 0| 

A PRoiw-EM SOLVED. ,73,, 

APOLLO,. god ofl^ and wit. 
Could verfcriAljptre, tet ield«D wik| 
Reiin'd all metals with his looks, 
As well as chemifts by their books ; 
As handfome as my Lady's page j 
"^wect fivc-and-twcnty waa his age, 

R 2 Bis 
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EPIGRAM, 

ON THE BUSTS* IN RICHMOND HERMITAGE. 1732. 

" Sic fibi laetantur Doai." 
TTTl T H honour thus by Carolina placed, 
^ ^ How are thefe venerable buftoes grac'd I 

Qjieen, with more than regal title crown'd. 
For love of arts and piety renowned 1 

How do the friends of virtue joy to fee 
Her darling fons exalted thus by thee ! 
Nought to their fame can now be added more, . 
Rever'd by her whom all ipaiiJ^k^^ adore* 

ANOTHER. 

LEWIS the living karnedied. 
And rais'd the fcientific head : 
Gux frugal Queen, to fave her meat^ 
Exalts the heads that cannot e%t. 

ACoNCLUsioN drawn from the aboTe£pi0RAMt».: 
and fent to the Drapier. 
SINCE Anna, whofe bounty thy merits had fed, . 
Ere her own was laid low, had exalted thy head $ 
And fince our good Queen to the wife Is fo juft. 
To raife heads fur fuch as are humbled in dufl^ 

1 wonder, good man, that, you are not envaultcd; . 
Pr'ythee, go and be dead, and be doubly exalted. . 

Dr. Sw.ift's Answer.. 
HER majefty never (hall be my exciter; 
And yet flie would raife mt^ I know, by a hatter I ' 

• Newton, Locke^ Clarke, and Woolafton. 

TO 
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TO THE REVEREND DR. SWIFT, 

WITH A PRESENT OF A rAPER-BOOK FINBLY BOUND 
ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, NOVEMBER JO, 1732. 

BY JOHN EARL OF ORRERY. 

'TpO th^e, dear Swift, thtfe fpotleCs leaves I fend 5 
"*" Small is the prefent, but fmcerc the friend. 
Think not fo poor a book below thy care ; 
Who knows the price tliat thou onft makd it bear ?^ 
Though tawdry now, and, like Tyrilla's face. 
The fpecious front fliines out with borrowM grace; 
Though pafle-boards, glittering like a tinfePd coat, 
A rafa tabula within denote : 
Yet, if a venal and corrupted age, 
And modern vices, ihould provoke tliy rage 5 
If, warn'd once more by their impending fate, 
A fmking country and an injur'd ftate 
Thy great afliftance fliould again demand,. 
And call forth reafon to defend the land ; 
Then ihall we view thefe (heets with glad furprizc 
Infpir'd with thought, and fpeaking to our eyes : 
Each vacant fpace ihall then, enrich'd,. difpcnfe 
True force of eloquence, and nervou^. fenfc j 
Inform the judgement^ animate the heart. 
And facred rules of policy impart. . 
The fpangled covering, bright wirh fplendid orc>. 
Shall clieat the fight with empty (how no more : 

T 4 IJut 
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But lead us inward to thofe golden mines. 
Where all thy foul in native luftre ihines. 
Sawhen the eye furveys fome lovely fair^ 
With bloom of beauty grac'd, with ihape and air; 
How is the rapture heightened, when we find 
Her form excelPd by her cekftial mind ! 



VERSES LEFT WITH A SILVER STANDISR 

ON THE DEAN OF ST. PATRICK'S DESK,. 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY. 

BY DR. DELANY. 

TTITHER from Mexico I came,. 
"*• ■*• To ferve a proud lernian dame : 
Was long fubmittcd to her will ; 
At length (he loft me at quadrilli. 
Through various ihapes I often pafs'd. 
Still hoping to have reft at laft; 
And ftill ambitious to obtain 
Admittance to the patriot dean ; 
And fometimes got within his door, 
But foon turnM out to ferve the poor* j 
Not ftrolbg Idlencfs to aid, 
But honeft Induftry decay'd. 

* Alluding to 500/. a year lent by die Dean^wkhour 
intereft, to poor tcadefmen* F. 

At 
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At length an artift purchased me, 
And wrought me to the fhapc you fee. 

This doncj to Hermes, I apply*d»: . . 

" O Hermes ! gratify my pride; 
" Be it my fate to ferve a fage, 
** The greateft genius of his age ; 
" That matchlefs pen let me fupply, 
•* Whofe living lines will never die !** 

I grant your fuit ; the God reply*d^ 
And here he left me to refide. 



VERSES 

OCCASIONED BY 

THE FOREGOING. PRESENT^*. 

A PAPER-BOOK is fent by Boyle, 
■^^ Too neatly gilt for me to foil. 
Delany fends a filver flandiih. 
When I no more a pen can brandiih.. 
Let both around my tomb be plac'dt. | 

As trophies of a Mufb deceasM ; 
And let the friendly line* they writ. 
In praife of long-departed wit 
Be grav'd on either fide in columns,. 
More to my praife than all my volume*. 
To burft witli envy, fpite, and rage,. 
The Vandals of the prefent age. 

THE 
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THE BEASTS CONFESSION^ 
TO THE PRIEST, 

ON OBSERVING HOW MOST MEN MISTAKE 
THEIR OWN TALENTS. l*J ^2m 

TTTHEN beads could fpeak (the learned fay,, 
^ ^ They ftill can do fo every day). 
It feems, they had religion then, 
As much as now we find in men. 
It happcn'd, when a plague broke out 
(Which therefore made them more devout)^. 
The king of brutes (to make it plain. 
Of quadrupeds I only mean) 
By proclamation gave command. 
That ev«ry fubje£t in the land 
Should to the prieft confcfs their fins ; 
And thus the pious wolf begins. 
Good father, I muft own with fliame. 
That often I have been to blame : 
I muft confefs, on Friday laft, 
Wretch that I was ? I broke my faft : 
But I defy the bafcft tongue 
To prove I did my neighbour wrong ; 
Or ever went to feck my food 
By rapine, theft, or third of blood. 

The afs, approaching next, confefsM,. 
That in his heart he lov'd a jefl : 

A waj 
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A' wag he was, he accds muft own. 
And could not let a dunce alone : 
Sometimes his friend he would not fpare, . 
And might perhaps be too fevere : 
But yet, the worft that could be faid. 
He was a ivit both born and bred ; 
And, if it be a fm or fhame, 
Nature alone mud bear the blame : 
One fault he hath, is forry for % 
His ears are half a foot too ihort ; 
Which could he to the ftandard bring, . 
He 'd ihew his face before the king ; 
Then for his voice, there 's none difputet ^ 
That he 's the nightingale of brutes. 

The fwine with contrite heart allowed, . 
His ihape and beauty made liim proud^ 
In diet was perhaps too nice. 
But gluttony was ne*er his vice : 
In every turn of life content, 
And mtckly took what fortotie fent : -. 
Inquire through all the pariA lowldt ^ 
A better neighbour ne*cr was Ibund t 
His vigilance might fome difpleafd s 
*Ti8 true, he hated ibth like peafe. 

The mimic ape began his chatter. 
How evil tongues his life .befpatter ; 
Much of the cenfuring world eomplain*^, . 
Who faid, his gravity was feigned : 
Indeed the ilriftncfs of his morals 
Engaged him in an hundred q^an«]s t 

He 
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He fawy and he was griev'd to fee %. 

His zeal was fometimes indifcreet : 

He found his virtues too fevere 

For our corrupted times to bear : 

Yet fuch a lewd licentious age 

Might well excufe a Stoic's rage- 
The goat advanced with decent pacej 

And firlt excus'd hi& youthful face ; 

Forgivenefs begg'd^ rfiat he appear*d 

('Twas nature'^ feult) without a beard;. 

*Tis true, he was not much inclined 

To fondnefs for the female kind; 

Not, as hiS' enemies obje£b. 

From chance, or natural defcft j 

Not by his frigid conftitution 5 

But through a pious refolution i 

For he had made a holy vow 

Of chaflity, as Monks do now ; 

Which he refolv'd to keep for ever hence,. 

And ftriftly too, as doth his * Reverence- 
Apply the tale, and you fhall find, 

How juft it.fuits with human-kind. 

Some faults we own : but, can you- guefs } 

—Why, virtues cai-ried to excels. 

Wherewith our vanity endows us. 

Though neitlier foe nor frjend allows us. 

The lawyer fwears (you may rely on 't). 
He never fqueez'd a needy client ; 

♦ The pried his confeffor.- 

An^ 
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And this he makes his conftant rule ; 
3For which his brethren call him fool s 
His conscience always was fo nice. 
He freely gave the poor advice ; 
By which he loft, he may affirm, 
A hundred fees laft Eafter-term. 
While others of the learned robe 
Would break the patience of a Job 5 
No pleader at the bar could match 
His diligence and quick difpatch ; 
Ne'er k^pt a caufe, he well may boafl^ 
Above a term, or two at moft. 

The cringing knave, who feeks a place 
Without fuccefs, thus tells his cafe : 
Why fhould he longer mince the matter ? 
He faiPd, becaufe he conld not flatter 5 
He had not 'learnM to turn his coat. 
Nor for a party giv« his vote : 
His crime he quickly underftood ; 
Too zealous for the nation's good : 
He found the minifters refcnt it. 
Yet could not for his heart repent it. 

The chaplain vows, he cannot fawn. 
Though it would raife him to the lawn : 
He pafs'd his hours among his books j 
You find it in his meagre looks ; 
He might, if he were worldly wife, 
Preferment get, and fpare his eyes : 
But owii'd, he had a ftubborn fpirit, 
That made him trufl alone to merit : 

Would 
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Would rife by merit to promodoa ; 
Alas ! a mere chitneric notion. 

The doftor, if you will believe him, 

^ ConfefsM a fin ; (and God forgire htm I) 
Call'd up at midnight, Hin co five 
A blind old beggar from the grave : 
But fee how SatMi fprcad* his fnapes ; 

: He quite forgot to fay his prayers. 
He cannot help it for his h«art 
Sometimes to aft thq parfon's part : 

•^.Qiiotes from the Bible many a fentencc, 

' That moves his patients to repentance : 
And, when hi^- medicines do no good, 

• Supports their minds with heavenly food, 

. At wl^ch, however well- intended, 

' -He liears the clergy are offended ; 
And grown fo bold behind his back, 

■ To call him hypocrite and quack. 
In his own church he. keeps a feat ; 

: Says grace before and after meat 5 
And calls, without affe6ling airs. 
His houfoliold twice a day to prayers. 

. He Ihuns apothecaries (hops ; 
And hates to cram the Cck with flops : 
He fcorns t» make his art a trade j 
Nor bribes my lady's favourite maid. 

' Old nurfe-keepers would never hicc. 
To recommend him to the fquire ; 
'Which others, whom he will not name, 
^ Have often ]^a6li&'d to their ihame. 



T! 
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The {\aCefman tells you, witk zfiiteTf 
His fault is to be too Jincerei 
And, having no (iniAer ends, 
'Is apt to difobHge his friends. 
The nation's goad, his mafter*8 glory. 
Without regard to Whig or Tory, 
Were all the fchemes he had in view i 
Tet he was fiacoiided by fiew : 
Though fonie had fpi ead a thoufand lyes, 
'Twas be de6cated the Excile. 
'Twas known, though he had borne afpeiiioiv 
Thzxflandmg trosps were his avcrfion : 
His pra£lice was, in every (huion. 
To ferve tlie king, and pleafe the nation* 
Though hard to End in every cafe 
The fitted man to fill a place : 
His promifes he ne'er forgot, 
But took memorials on the fpot : 
His enemies, for want of charity^ 
Said, he affbfted popularity : 
'Tis true, the people uQider{loe4» 
That all he did was for their go^% 
Their kind affe^ions he has try'd { 
No love is loft on either fide. 
He came to court with fortune cleac. 
Which now he runs out every year : 
Muft, at the rate that he goes on, , 
Inevitably be undone': 
Oh ! if his majefty would pleafe 
To give him but a writ of eai]e> 

7 Wottid 
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Would ^ant him licence to retire;. 
As it hath long been his dedre. 
By fair accounts it would be found. 
He's poorer by ten thoufand pound* 
He owns> .and hopes it is no (in. 
He ne'er was partial to his kin ; 
He thought it bafe for men in fbtiont 
To crowd the court with their relations 9 
His country was his dearefl mother. 
And every virtuous man hk brother ■; 
Through modefty or aukward fhame 
(For which he owns himfelf to blame). 
He found tlie wifeil man he could. 
Without refpe£l to friends or blood ; . 
"Nor ever a£ls on private Jviews, 
When he hath liberty tochufe. 

The (harper fwore, he hated play^ 
£i'cept to pafs an 'hour away : 
And well he might ; for, to his cof^ 
By want of ikill, he always loll ; 
He heard there was a club of cheats, 
Who had contriv'd a thoufand feats 5 
'Could change the (lock, or cog a dye,. 
And thus deceive the (harped eye : 
Nor wonder how his fortune -funk. 
His brothers fleece him when he *s drunlu 

I own the moral not exa£l ; 
Seddes, the tale is falfe in fa6l ; 
And fo abfurd, that, could I raife up 
Prom fields Elyfian, falling JEfqp ; 

1 would 
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I would accufe him to his face 
For Hbeling the four-foot race. 
Creatures of every kind hut our» 
Well coroprchend thctr natural powers; 
While we, whom reafon ought to fway, 
Miftake our talcnrs every day. 
The afs was never known fo ftupii 
To acl the part of TTay or Cupid ; 
Nor leaps upon his niafler's lap, 
. There to l)c ftroakM, and fed with pap. 
As i^ifop would the world pcifuajtle; 
He better underltands h'rs trade ; 
Nor comes, whenever Ids lady wfjidles ; 
But carries loads, and feedt; on thifllcs* 
Our author's meanint^, I prefume^ is 
A creature bipes el mpUmis ; 
Whertin tiiC moralift: dcilgoM 
A compliment on human-kind: 
For here he owns, that now and ihcn 
Be a Its may Jege tier ate into itc-j. 

ADVICE TO A PARSON. 1752. 

TTTOU l.D you rife in the church ? he flitpid and dull j 

Be empty of learning, of infoh-ncc full ; 
Though lewd and immoral, lie formal and grave, 
In flattery an artifl, in fawning ^fiavii 
Ts.o merit, no fcience, no virtue, is wanting 
in him that \ accomplillA'd in crlugmg and cantlug* 
Vol. II. U Be 
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Be (ludious to praftife true mesutmfs ofjpirit ; 
For who but lord Bolton * was mitred for msrilf 
Would you wifh to be wrapt in a rocbet P in ihoit^ 
Be pox'd and profane as F— n or Horte f • 

THE PARSON'S CASE. 

npHAT you, friend Marcus, like a Stoidk^ 
"^ Can wifli to die in ftrains heroic^ 
No real fortitucle implies : 
Yet, all muft own, thy wifh is wife. 
Thy curate's place, thy fruitful wife. 
Thy bufy, drudging fcene of life, 
Thy infolent, illiterate vicar. 
Thy want of all-confoling liquor, 
Thy thread-bare gown, thy cafTock rent. 
Thy credit funk, thy money fpent. 
Thy week made up of fafting-days, 
Thy grate unconfcious of a blaze. 
And, to complete thy other curfcs. 
The quarterly demands of nurfcs. 
Are ills you wifely wifli to leave. 
And fly for refuge to the grave : 
And, O, what virtue you exprefs. 
In wiihing fuch affli£lions lefs ! 

But, now, ihould Fortune ihift the fcene. 
And make thy Curateihip a Dean i 

* Then archbilhop of Calhcl. 
t At that time bilhop of Kilmore. 
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'Or fome rich benepce provide. 
To pamper luxury and pride 5 
With labour fmall, and income great 1 
^Vith chariot lefs for uie than ftate; 
With fwelling fcarf and glolTy gown. 
And liccnfe to refide in town ; 
To fliine, where all the gay rcfort, 
At concerts, cofFee-houfe, or court. 
And weekly perfecute his Grace, 
With vifits, or to beg a place; 
With underlings thy flock to teach, 
With no deiire to pray or preach ; 
With haughty fpoufe in vefture fine, 
With plenteous meals and generous wine; 
Wouldft thou not wifli, in fo much cafe. 
Thy years as numerous as thy days > 



THE HARDSHIP UPON THE LADIES. 

1733- 

T)OOR ladies ! though their buiincfs be to play, 
"^ 'Tis hard they muft be bufy night and ^ay : 
Why fhould they want the privilege of men, 
Nor take fome fmall diverfions now and then ? 
Had women been the makers of our laws 
^And why they were not, I can fee no caufe) ; 
The men (hould (lave at cards from mom to night ; 
And female pleafures be to read and write, 

V 2 A LOVE 



»M SWIFT'S POEMSw 

A LOVE SONGv 
IN THE MODERN TASTE. 1733, 

I. 
T^LUTTERING fpread thy purple pinions> . 
■*' Gentle Cupid, o'er my hean 1 
I a Have in thy dominions ; 
Nature mull give way to art. 
H. 
Mid Arcadians, c\-cr blooming, 

Nightly nodding o'er your flocks. 
See my weary days confuming 
AH beneath yon flowery rocks. 
111. 
Thus the Cyprian goddefs wccpfng" 
MournM Adonis, darling yourh : 
Him the Iwar, in filcnce creeping, 
Gor'd with unrelenting tooth, 
IV. 
Cynthia, tunc harmonious numbers ; 

Fair Dilcrction, firing the lyie ) 
Sooth my ever-waking flumbers t 
Bright ApolJo, lend thy choir^ 
V, 
Gloomy Pluto, king of terrors, 
Arm'd in adamantine chains. 
Lead me to the crydal mirrorv, 
Waiciing foft Elyfian plains^ 

VI. Mom-nful 
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VI. 

Mournful cyprcfs, verdant willow, 

Giltling my Aurelia*s brows, 
Morpheus, hovering o'er my pill^-. 

Hear me pay my dyinj^ vowe. 
VII. 
Melandioly fmooth Maeantlcr, 

Swiftly purling in a round. 
On thy margin lovers wander. 

With thy flowery chaplets crovvn'd. 
VIII. 
Thus nvhen Philocnela drooping 

Softly fecks her Itlent mate, 
See the bird of Juno (looping ; 

Melody refigns to fate. 



On Ac Words BROTHER PROTESTANTS, 
and FELLOW CHRISTIANS, 

3o familiarly ufcd hy the Ajclvocates for the Repeal of 
the Test^ ACT in Ijl ELAND. 1733. 

A N inundation, fe« the fable, 
^ ^ O'erflowM a farmer's barn and liable i 
Whole ricks of hay and flacks of corn 
Were down the (iudden current heme; 
While things of heterogeneous kind 
Together float with tide and wind. . . 
The generous wheat forgot its pridc^ 
jLiul lidrd wtith litter fide by (ide ^ 
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Uniting all, to Ihew their amity. 
As in a general calamity. 
A ball of new-dropt horfe's dung*. 
Mingling with apples in the throng. 
Said to the pippin plump and prim, 
•• See, brother, how wc apples fwim." 

Thus Lamb, renown*d for cutting corns,. 
An ofFer'd fee from RadclifFfcorns : 
** Not for the world— wc do6^ors, brother^. 
** Muft take no fees of one another.** 
Thus to a Dean fome Curate floven 
Subfcribes, ** Dear Sir, your brother loving,'*" 
Thus all the footmen, ihoe»boys, porters. 
About St. James's, cry, " Wc courtiers." 
Thus H — e in the houfe will prate, 
** Sir, we the minifters of ftate." 
Thus at the bar the blockhead Bettefworth, 
Though half a crown overpays his fweat's worthy 
Who knows in law nor text nor margcnt. 
Calls Singleton his brother ferjeant- 
And thus fanatic faints, though neither m 
Doftrine nor difcipline our brethren. 
Are Brother Proteftants and Chriftians, 
As much as Hebrews and Philiftines : 
But in no other fenfe, than nature 
Has made a rat our fellow-creature. 
Lice from your body fuck their food j 
But is a loufe your flefh and blood ? 
Though born of human filth and fweat, it 
May as well be faid man did beget it. 

S But 
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But maggots in your iiofe and chin 
As well may claim you for their kin. 

Yet criticks may obje£t, why not ? 
Since lice are brethren to a Scot : 
Which made our fwarm of fc6ls determine 
Employments for their brother vermin. 
But be they Englilh, Irilh, Scottifli, 
What Proteflant can be fo fottiih. 
While o'er the church thefe clouds are gatherings 
To call a fwarm of lice his brethren ? 

As Mofes, by divine as vice, 
Ih Egypt jum'd the duft to lice 5 
And as our fe6Vs, by all defer iptions. 
Have hearts more hardened than Egyptians ; 
As from the trodden duft they fpring. 
And, turn'd to lice, infeft the king : 
For pity's fake, it would be juft, 
A rod ihould turn them back to dufi. 

Let folks in high or holy ftations 
Be proud of owning fuch relations; 
Let courtiers hug them in their bofom,. 
As if they were afraid to lofe them : 
While I, with humble Job, had rather 
Say to corruption — " Thou'rt my father.** 
For he that has fo little wit 
To nouriih vermin, may be bit. 



U 4 THE 
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THE YAHOO'S OVERTHROW; 

O R, 

THE KEVAN BAYL*S NEW BALLAD, 

tJfON SERJEANT KlTl'S 1N5ULTINC THE DEAH. 

To the Tiinc of, Dcrry down. 

JOT.LY hoys of St. Kcvan*s, St. t^atiick's, DoDorr, 
Antl SiTMtlihcM, 1 '11 tell you, if Dot told before, 
How Bcrtcfworth, that boobv, xind {coundicl in graia. 
Hath infulred us all by infuking tbu Dean. 

Kf!Ofk btm doivjit doivn, Jcnvn, knock him nfBu^/t, 

Tlic Dean and his niciiis we every one know, 
I>m this (kip of a Lawyjr, where the Dc*el did he grow* 
How gi cater his merit at Four Courts or Houfc, 
T-lun the harking of Towzer, or leap of a loufc f 

Knock him Joivn, Sec 

That he came from the Temple, his morals do fliow; 
Bur where his deep Jlaw is, few mortxils yet know : 
JIi« ihctoiic, Ijumbail, filly jells, arc by far 
More like to lampooning, than pleading at bar. 

Knack b'm donwif ^c. 

Tliis pedlar, at fpeaking and making of laws, 
Ha:h met with returns of all forts but applaulc ; 
Has, wi h noiCc and odd geflurcs, l)een prating fomcycArs, 
WUw *ioj5cllur fulks Cwver duiil for their ears. 

Knock bUu 4c*um, ^kc. 
Of 
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Of all fizcs anil forts, the fanatical crew 
Are his Brother Proteftants, good men and true, 
Red hat, and blue bonnet, anil turbanc 's the fame. 
What the De'cJ is 't xo him wl^ncc the Devil they can)«f 

Knock bim doivn, &c. 

Hohhes, Tindal, and Woolfton, and Collins, and 
Nayler, 
And Muggleton, Toland, and Bradley the Taylor, 
Are Chriilians alike ; and it may be averr'd, 
He *s a Chriftian as good as the reft of tlic herd. 

Knock bim dowuy &c. 

He only the rights of the clergy debates, 
Tlieir rights! their importance 1 Well fet on new 

ratcb 
On their tithes at half-norhing, tlielr prleflhood at lefs: 
W^liat 's next to be voted with eafc you may guefs. 

Knock bim donvn, &;c 

At length his Old Matter fl need not him name) 
To this damnahlc Spealcer had iong ow'd a ihame ; 
When his fpeech came abroad, he paid him ofFclean^ 
By leaving liim under the pen of the Dean. 

Knock bim ifo*w», &c« 

He kindled, as if the whole Satire had been 
The opprefTion of Virtue, not wages of Sin t 
He began, as he bragg*d, with a rant and a roar} 
He t>ragg'd how lie bonne *d, and he fwore how h« 
/wore. 

Knack bm ^o*um, i^c, 
Thoa|;k 
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Though he cring'd to his Deanihip in veiy low 
flrains, 
To others he boafled of knocking out brains^ 
And flitting of noTes, and cropping of ear8> 
While his own afs's zaggs were more fit for the (hearsk 

On this Worrier of Deans whene'er we can hit. 
We *11 fhew him the way how to crop and to flit^ 
We '11 teach him fome better addrefs to afford 
To the Dean of all Deans, though he wears not a fWord. 

Knock bim. dotvn, &c. 

We'll colt him through Kevan, St. Patrick^s, Donore^. 
And Smithfield, as Rap was netr coked before ; 
We'll oil him with kennel, and powder him with- 

grains, 
A modus right fit for infulters of Deans. 

Knock bim douDn^ &c. 

And, when diis is over, we '11 make him amends. 
To the Dean he ihall go; they fhali kifs and be friends: 
But how? Why, the Dean ihall to him difclofe 
A face for to kifs, without eyes, ears, or nofe. 

Knock bim dotvn, &c« 

If you fay this is hard on a man that is reckoned 
That fcrjeant at law wliom we call Kite the Second, 
You miftakej. for a (lave, who will coax his fupcriors,. 
May be proud to be licking a great man's pofteriors. 

Knock bim^ doivn, &c. 
What 
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What care we how high runs his pallion or pride ? 
Though his foul he defpifes, he values his hide; 
Then fear not his tongue, or liis fword, or his knife j 
He *11 take his revenge on his innocent wife.. 

Knock bim do^jotiy dotxmy donvriy keepbim dMun^ 



ON THE 

ARCHBISHOP OF CASHEL^ 
AND BETTESWORTH, 

THkEAR Dick, pr'3rthce tell by what paffion you rooTje? 
•^"'^ The world is in doubt, whciiier hatred or lovci 
And, while at good Calhel you rail with fuch fpitc,. 
They Ihrewdly fufpeil it is all but a bite. 
You certainly know, though fo loudly you vapour, ' 
His fpitc cannot wound, who attempted the- Drapicr^ 
Then, pr'ytliee, reftfc£i:, take a word of advice ; 
And, as your old wont is, change fides in a trice :* 
On his virtues hold forth; 'tis tiic very bed way;- 
" And fay of the man what all honeft men fay.-^ 
But if, ftiU obdurate, your anger remains. 
If ftill your foul bofom more rancour contains 5 : 
Say then more than they; nay, laviihly flatter^ > 
'Tis your grofs panegyrics alone, can befpattcr*: 
For thine, my dear Dick, give me leave to fpeak plidir^ 
Like a very foul mop, dirty more than, they clean* 

ON 
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ON POETRY: 
A RHAPSODY. 1733. 

ALL human race would fain be nvitff 
•*^ And millions naifs for oae that hits. 
Young's univcrfal paffion, pride, 
Was never known to fpread fo wide. 
Say, Britain, could you ever lx)afl: ^ 

Three poets in an age at mod ? 
Our chilling climate hardly bears 
AJprig of bays in fifty years : 
While every fool his claim ailcdge*. 
As if it grew in common hedges. f# 

What reafon can there l)c aflign'd 
For this j")erveri*enefs in the mind ? 
Brutes fimd out where their talcn^ lie t 
A hear will not attempt to fly ; 
A foundcr'd borfe will oft' debate, jj 

Before he tries a five-barr*d gate^ 
A dog by inftinf^ turns aiide. 
Who £ses the ditch too deep and wide. 
But man we find the only creature 
Who, led hy folly i combats Nature ; »• 

Who, when ^# loudly cries, Forbeur^ 
With obAinacy fixes ther<;; 
And, where his genius leall inclines^ 
Abfurxlly bends his wliole defigns* 

Not 
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Not empin to the rifing fyn 2-3 

By valour, condudl, fortune won y 
Not highed 'wifdom in debates 
For framing laws to govern (lates^; 
Not {kill in fciences profound 

So large to grafp the circle round : 5^. 

Such heavenly influence require. 
As how to ftrikc the Mufe*s lyre. 

Not beggar's brat on bulk begot ; 
Not badard of a pedlar Scot ; 
Not boy brought up to cleaning ihoes, j^ 

The fpawn of Bridewell or the flews ; 
Not infants dropt, the fpurious pledges 
Oi gip/ies littering under hedge*; 
Are To difqualify'd by fate 

To rife in church , or law^ oxflati, ' 49 

As he whom Phoebus in his ire 
Hath hlaOed with poetic fire. 

What hope ef cuftom in theyi/r, 
While not a foul demands your ware ? 
Where you have nothing to produce • 4^ 

For private life, or public ufe? 
Courts citjf country J want you not; 
You cannot bril^, betray, or plot. 
For poets, law makes no provifion 1 
The wealthy have you in derilion; 50 

Of llatc-affairs you cannot i'matter j 
Are awkward when you try to flatter : 
Your portion, taking Britain round, 
Was jull one annual hundred pound ^ 

Novr 
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Now not fo much as in remainder, ^ 

Since Gibber brought-in an attainder; 

For ever fixM by right divine 

(A monarch's right) on Grubftreet line. 
Poor flarveling bard, howfmall thy gains I 
^ How unproportion'd to thy pains ! $• 

And here zjimile comes pat in : 

Though chickens take a month to fatten^ 
'The gueds in lefs than* half an hour 
'Will more than half a fcore devour. 
• So, after toiling twenty days 45 

To earn a flock of pence and praifa. 

Thy labours, grown the critic's prey, 

Are fwallowM o'er * difli of -tea : 
-Gone to be never heard of more, 
•^jonc where the chickens went before. 79 

How fhall a new attempter learn 
"Of different fpirits to difcern, 

And how diflinguilh which is which. 

The poet's vein» orfcribbling itch ? 

Then hear an old e3(perienc*d iinneir, 75 

'In(lru6ting thus a young beginner. 

Confult yourfelf j and if you find 
A powerful impuHe urge your mind. 
Impartial judge within your breaft 
What fubje£l: you can manage beft } 80 

Whether your genius moft inclines 
To fatire, praife, or humourous Hnes^ 
To elegies in mournful tone. 
Or prologue icnt froa» band unknown. 

Then, 
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Then, rifing,with Aurora's light, 85 

The Mufe invoked, fit down to write; 

"Blot out, correft, infert, refine, 

Enlarge, diminiih, interline ; 

Be mindful^ when invention fails, 

"To fcratch your head, and bite your nails, .90 

Your poem finiih'd, next your care 
Is needful to tranfcribc it fair. 
In modern wit all printed trafli is 
Set off with numerous breaks and ddjbes. 

To ftatefiuen would you give a wipe, ^ 

You print it in Italic type. 
When letters are in vulgar fhapes, 
■'Tis ten to one thewit efcapes : 
But, when in r^z^V^?/r expreft, 
The dulled reader fmoaks the jedt 100 

Or elfe perhaps he may invent 
A better than the poet .meant ; 
As learned commentators view 
In Homer more than Homer knew. 

Your poem in its modilh drefs, 105 

Corre^ly fitted for the prefs, 
Convey by penny-poft to Lintot, 
But let no friend alive look into 't. 
If Lintot thinks 'twill quit the cofl:. 
You need not fear your labour loft 1 no 

And how agreeably furprizM 
Arc you to fee it advertised ! 
The hawker Ihews you one in prints 
As freih as farthings from the mint : 

Thft 
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The produft of your toil amii fweating; xif 

A ballaril oi your own l>egetcin^. 

Be fure at Will's, tin: following day. 
Lie fnug, and hear what critics fay i 
And, if you find the general vogue 
Pronounces you a ftupkl rogue, t2^ 

Damns all your thoughts a» low'and Httlcy,, 
Sit ftill, and (wallow down your fpittle. 
Be filent as a politician, 
For tal-kbg may beget fi>f|)icion ? 
Or praife the judgement of the town, 125 

And help yourfelf to run it down. 
Give up your fond paternal pride. 
Nor argue on the weaker tide : 
For poems read without a name 
We julUy praife^ o;- Juftly blame } 13» 

And critics have, no partial views. 
Except they know whom tlicy abufe : 
And, fince you ne'er provoke tUcir fpite. 
Depend upon *t their judgement *s right* 
But if you blab, you arc undone : 135 

Confider what a rilk you run : 
You lofe your cretlit all at once j 
The town will maik you for a dunce; 
7 he vileft doggrtl, GruWlreet fends, 
Will pafs for yours witJ\ foes and friends. ;. t^9 

And you mufl bear the whole difgrace. 
Till fome frefh blockhead takes your place. 

Your fecret kept, your poem funk, 
Anil feut in (quires to line a trunk| 

If 
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• If dill you be difpos'd to rhyme, 145 

<5o try your hand a fecond time. 

Again you fail: yet Safe 's the word 5 ^ 

Take courage and attempt a third. 

But firft with care employ your thoughts 
» Where critics mark *d your former faults 5 < a5# 

The trivial turns, the borrowed wit, 

The/>»/7« that nothing fit ; 

The cant which every fool repeats, 

Town-jcfts and coffee-houfe conceits. 

Defer! ptions tedious, flat and dry, 155 

And introduc*d the Lord knows why : 

Or where we find your fury fet 

Agaiirft the harmlefs alphabet; 

On A's and B's your mafice vent, 
' While readers wonder whom you meant ;" i-^* 

A public or a private robber , 

AJIatefman, or a Souih-feayoi^^ • 

A prelate who rro God believes; 

A parliament, or den of thieves 5 

A pick-purfe at the bar or bencli, t<ti 

A dutchefs, or a fuburb-wendi : 

Or oft*, when •epithets you link 

In gaping lines to fill a chink ; 

Like ftepping-flones,' to fave a ftride. 

In flrects where kennels are too widc^ 170 

Or like a heel-piece, tofupport 

A cripple with one foot too fhort; 

Or like a bridge, that joms a marifh 

To moorlands of a- different parifh. 
*• Vol, IP. X S<i 
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As foon as you can kcar his knell, 205 

This god on earth turns devil in hell t 

And lo ! his miniftctK of ftate. 

Transform 'd to imps, his levee wait; 

Where, in the fcenes of endlefs woe, " 

They ply their former arts below ; « iQ 

And, as they fail in Charon's boat. 

Contrive to bribe the judge's vote; 

To Cerberus they give a fop, 

His triple- barking mouth to (Vop 5 

Or in the ivory gate of dreams 215 

Protcft excife ant! South-fea fchemes ; 

Or hire their part5'-pamphlcte£rs 

*To fet Elyfium by the ears. . 

Then, poei, if you mean to thrive. 
Employ your Mufc on kings alive; 420 

With prudence gatlicring up a clufter 
Of all the virtues you can mufttr. 
Which, form'd into a garland fweet, 
Lay humbly at your monarch's feet; 
Who, as the odours reach his throne, 225 

Will fmile, and tliink them all liis own ; 
for laiv and go/p£/ both determine 
All virtues lodge in royal ermine: 
( I mean the oracles of both, 
Who fnall dcpofc it upon oath.) *j;o 

Your i^arland in tlic following reign. 
Change but the names, will do again* 

Hui, if you tliink this trade too bafe^ 
<^^'luch feldom is :hc dunce's cafe,) 

X 2 Put 
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» Put on the critick's broWf tnd fit . 135 

At Will's the puny judge of wit. 
A nod, a fhrug, a fcornful fhiiley 
With caution us'd, may fcrvc a while. , 
Proceed 00 further in your part. 
Before you learn the terms- of art ; . ap 

For you can never \yt toa far gone 
In all our modern criticks' jargon : 
Then talk with more authentic face 
Of unities f in time and place i 
Get fcraps of Horace from your friendf , . 145 

And have them at your fingers ends j 
Learn Ariftptle's rules by rote, 
And at all hazards boldly quote 5 
Judicious Rymer oft' review, 
Wife Dennis, and profound Boffu. -.ajo 

. Jlead all the prefaces of Dryden, 
For thefe our criticks much confide in 
(Though merely writ at firft for filling. 
To raife the volume's price a fhilling). 

A forward critick often dupes us 255 

With.iliam quotations peri bupfous s 
And if we have not read Longinus, 
Will magifterjally outfiiine us. 
Then, left with Greek he over-run ye. 
Procure the book for love or money, 26» 

Tranflated from Boileau's tranflation. 
And quote quotation on quotation. 

At Will's you hear a poem read. 
Where Battusfrom the table-head, 

Reclinir* 
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Reclining on his elbow-chair, 265 

Gives judgement with deci(i?e air ; 
To whom the tribe of circling wits 
As to an oracle fubmits. 
' He gives dircftions to the town. 
To cry it up, or run it down ; 179 

Like courtiersy when they fend a note, 
Inftrufting members how to vote. 
He fcts the {lamp of bad and go6d, 
Though not a word be underflood. 
Your leflbn learn'd, you 11 be fecurc 275 

To get the name of cormoiffeur : 
And, when your merits once are known. 
Procure difciples of your own. 
For poets (you can never want them) 
Spread through Augufta Trinobantum, 280 

Computing by their pecks of coals. 
Amount to juft nine thoufand fouls : 
Thefe o'er their proper dift rifts govern. 
Of wit and humour judges fovereign. 
In every ftreet a city-bard 285 

Rules, like an alderman, his ward ; 
His indifputed rights extend 
Through all the lane, from end to end; 
The neighbours round admire his JbretL-Jne/t 
For fongs of. loyalty and le«wdnefi ; 290 

Out-done by none in rhyming well. 
Although he never learn*d to fpell. 

Two bordering wits contend for glory ; 
And one is Whig, and one is Tory : 

X 3 And 
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Ami this for epics claims the bays, 2^ 

And that for elegiac lay& : 

Some fam'd for numbers fofc and fmootbi 

By lovers fpoke in Punch's booth i 

And fome as jutUy fame extols 

For lofty lines in Smithfield drolls^ y^^ 

Bavius in Wapping gains roaowii^ 

And IMsevius reigns o'er Kentiih-tow^ : 

Tigellivis placed i,n Phqpbus' car 

From Ludgate (bines to Temple-bai* : 

Harmonious Cibbcr entenaina j^- 

The court with annual birth-day flraijtis j 

Whence Gay was baniih'd in difgracej 

Where Pope will nevey (bow his face ; 

Where Young muft torture liis invention 

To ftatter knaa>esy or lofc his pe/O^n, 31^ 

But thefe are nqt a thoufandth pai:t 
Of jobbers in the poet's art, 
Attending each his proper ftation,^ 
And all in due fubordination. 
Through every alley to be foupd, ^y^ 

In garrets high, or under ground j 
And when they join their; pericranifi% 
Out Ikips a book of mijcellanies. 
Hobbes clearly proves, tbju: cvei;y creature 
Lives in a ftate of war by nature. 3^^ 

The greater for the fmalleft watch. 
But meddle feldom with their match. 
A whale of moderate fize will draw 
A (hu^l of herrings down his maw \ 

A fox 
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; A fox with geefc his belly crams ; 315 

A wolf deftro^s a tlioufand lambs j 
But fcarch among tlie rhyming race, 
I'hc brave are worry 'd by the bafc. 
If on Pamaflus' top j^ou fit, 
You rarely bite, are always bit* 350 

Each poet of inferior fize 
On you (hall rail and criticife. 
And llrive to tear you limb from limb j 
While others do as much for him 

The vermin only tcafe and jrinch 335 

Their foes -fupcrior by an inch. 
So, naturalifls obferve, a flea 
Hath fmaller fleas that on him prey ; ^ 

And tliefe have fmaller dill to bite 'cm. 
And fo proceed mi infinitum' 340 

Thus every poet in his kind 
Is bit by him that comes behind i 
Who, though too little to be feen, 
Can teaze, and gall, and give the fpleen ; 
Call dunces fools and fons of wlK>res9 345 

Lay Grub-ftreet at each other's doors 1 
Extol the Greek smd Roman mailers. 
And curfc our modern poetallers ; 
Complain, as many an ancient bard' did, 
Kow genius is no more rewarded ; 350 

How wrong a tafte prevails among us; 
How much our ancefVors outfung us f 
Can perfonate an awkward fcorn 
For thofc who are not poets bor^i 

X 4 And 



313 SWIFT'S POEMS. 

And all their brother-dunets lafh, 3:55 

Who croud the prcfJs with hourly trafli* 

O Grub-ilrcct I how do I bemoan thee, 
Whofe gracelefs children fcorn to own thee f 
Their filial piety forgot. 

Deny their country, like a Scot; 360 

Though, by their idiom and grimace,. 
, They foon betray their native place : 
Yet ibou haft greater caufc to be 
Aiham*d of them, tlian they of thee^ 
Degenerate from their ancient brood, 365 

Since firft the court allow 'd them food. 

Remains a difficulty ftill. 
To Durchafe fame by writing ill. 
PVoni Fleck nos down to Howard's time,, 
How few have reached the lo*wfublime /• J70 

For when our high-born Howard dy*d, 
Blackmore alone his place fupply'd : 
And, left a chafm (hould intervene, 
When death had finifli'd Blackmore's reign^ 
The leaden c oivn devolved to tliee, 3 y,e 

Great poet of tlie bolio*w tree. 
But ah ! how unfecurc thy thrwie t 
A thoufand bards thy right difown : 
They plot to turn, in factious zeal, 
Duncenia to a common- weal ; 3S0 ^ 

And with rebellious arms pretend 
An etjual privilege to defcend. 

In bulk there are not more degrees 
From elephants to mitis in chcefe^ 

Tharn: 
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Than \viiat a curious eye may trace 38.5 

In creatures of the rhyming race. 

From bad to worfe, and worfe they fall ; 

But who can reach the worft of all ? 

For though, in nature, depth and height 

Are equally held infinite ; 399 

In poetry, the height we know ; 

'Tis only infinite below. 

For inftance : when you raflUy tlink. 

No rhymer can like Welfted fink. 

His merits balancM, you fhall find 395 

The Laureat leaves him far behind. 

Concannen, more afpiring bard. 

Soars downwards deeper by a yard. 

Smart Jemmy Moor with vigour drops: 

The reft purfue as thick as hops. 400 

With heads to points the gulph they enter, 

Link'd perpendicular to the centre f. 

And, as tlicir heels elated rife. 

Their heads attempt the nether fkies* 

O, what indignity and fliame, ^* 

To proftitute the Mufe's name I 
By flattering kings> whom Heaven defign'd 
The plagues and fcourges of mankind j 
Bred up in ignorance and (loth. 
And every vice that nurfes bothi. 4,10^ 

Fair Britain, in thy monarch bleftv 
Whofe virtues bear the ftrifleft teft j. 
Whom never faftioa could befpattcr^^^ 
Nor minifter nor poet flatter i 

What 
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What juflice in rewarding merit I ■ 41 ^ 

What magnanimity of fpirit ! 

What lineaments cIiTinc we trace 

Through all his 6gure, mien, and face ! 

Though peace with olive hind his hands, 
cConfefs'd the conquering hero (lands. 410 

Hydafpes, Indus, and the Ganges, 

Dread from his hand impending chaM^s* 

From him the Tartar and Chinefe, 

Short hy the knees, intreat for peactf. 

The confort of his throne and be<!y 4^5 

A perfe6t goddcfs bom and bred, 

Appointed fovereign judge to (it » 

On learning, eloquence, and wit. 

Our cldeft hope, divine liilus, 

(Late, very late, O may he rule us !) 430 

What early manhood has he fhown, 

Before his downy beard was grown I 

Then think, what wonders will be done 

By going on as he begun. 

An heir for Britain to fecure 4j- 

As long as fun and moon endure. 
The remnant of the royal blood 

Comes pouring on me like a flood. 

Bright goddefTes, in number five \ 
'- Duke William, fwectcft prince alive. 440 

Kow fing the minifter of fiate^ 

Who (hines alone without a mate. 

Obferve with what majeftic port 

This Atlas (lands to prop the court: 

Intent 
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Intent the public debt* to pay* 445 

Like prudent Fabius, by delay. 

Thou great vicegerent of the ktng> 

Thy praifcs every Mufe fiiall fiog f 

In all affairs thou fole dhreSbov, 

Of wit and learning chief prote6tor ; 450 

Though imaU the tkne them ha& to fpatVf 

The church is thy peculiar care. 

Of pious prelates what a ftock 

You chufe, to rule the fable flock I 

You raife the honour of the peerage, 45^ 

Proud to attend y«i at the Peerage. 

You dignify the noble race, 

Content yourfclf with hunibkr pkice. 

Now learning, valow, viitue, fenfe^ 

To titles give the folc pretence., 4^*^ 

St. George beheld thee widi delight 

Vouchfafe to be an azure knight. 

When on thy breafts and fides Herculean, 

He fix*d rhe^r and^i^ ceruUtut* 

Say, poet, in what other nation. 465- 

Shone ever fuch a conftellation ! 
Attend, ye Popes, and Youngs, and Gays, 
And tune your l\arps, and flrow youc bays :. 
Your panegyricks here provide ; 
You cannot err on flattery's fide. 47#^ 

Above the ftars exalt your ftylc,. 
You flill are low ten thoufand mile. 
On Lewis all his bards beftowM 
Of ^icenfc nuiny a- thoufand: load > 

But 
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Bnt Europe mortify'd his pride, 47>$ 

And fwore the Pawning rafcals ly*d. 

Yet what the world refiis'd to Lewis, 

Apply 'd to George, exa&ly true is. 

£xa^ly true ! invidious poet ! 

'Xis fi^y thoufand times below it. 4S# 

Tranflate me now fome lines, if you can. 
From Virgil, Martial, Ovid, Lucan. 
They could all power in Heaven divide. 
And do no wrong on either fide ; 
They teach you how to fplit a hair, 485 

Give George and Jove an • equal- fliaiie. 
Yet why (hould we be lac*d fo ftrait ? • 
I *11 give my monarch butter-weight. 
And reafon good ; for many a/ year 
Jove never intermeddled here : 490 

Kor, though his priefts be duly paid. 
Did ever we defire his aid : 
Wc now can better. do witliout him. 
Since Woolfton ga!Ve .us arms to rout him. 
Cetera defideruntur^ 



HORACE, BOOK IV. ODE XIX. IMITATED. 
TO HUMPHRY FRENCH, ESQ^^^. 173J. 

T> ATRON of the tuneful throng, 
-■• O t too nice, and too fevere ! 
Think not, that my country fong 
Shall difpleafe thy honed ear. 

* Lord mayor of Dublin. N# 

ClxQfcn 
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Chofcri drains I proudly, bring; ; 

Which the Mufes' facred choir, 
V When they gods alid heroes iuig» 
DiStaxt t^. th' harmonious lyre* 

'Ancient Homer, princely bard ! 

Jufl precedence flill maintuns ; 
With facred rapture ftill are heard / 

Thebao Pindar's lofty ftrains. 

Still the old triumphant fong, 
Which, when hated tyrants fell^ 
' Great Alcaeus boldly fung, ^ 

Warns, inftrufts, and'plcafcs ivell, 

Uor has Time's all-darkening ihade 

In obfcure oblivion prefs'd 9 

What Anacreon laugh'd and play'dj 
Gay Anacreon, drunken prieft I 

Gentle Sappho, love-fick Mufe, 
Warms thft-heart with amorous fire; 
- Still her tcndereft notes infufc 
Melting rapture, foft deiire. 

'Beauteous Helen, young and gay. 

By a painted fopling won, 
Went not firft, fair nymph, aftray. 
Fondly pleas'd to be undone. 

Nor young Teucer's ilaughtering bow. 

Nor bold Hjcftor's dreadful fword. 
Alone the terrors of the foe, 
. Sow'd the fieid witkhoflile blood. 

a Manf 
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. Many valiant chiefs of old 

Greatly Uv*d and died, before 
Agamemnon^ Grecian l)o1d, 

Wag'd the ten years famous war- 
But their namest unfung, iftiwepty 

l/nrecordcdy loft and gone. 
Long in endtefs nigitt have ilepty 

And Ihall now bo more be known. 

"Virtue, which tlie poet's care 
Has not well coniigD'd to fame, 

E.ies, as in the fepulchrc 

Some (M king without a name. 

But, O Humphry, great and free. 

While my tuneful foiigs are read. 
Old forget/ul Time on thee 

Dark oblivion ne'er fliall fpread. 
When the deep-cut notes ihali fade 

On the mouldering Parian {lone. 
On tlie brafs no more be read 

The pcrifliing infcription i 

Forgotten all tlie enemies. 

Envious G n's cuifcd fpite. 

And P I's derogating lies. 

Loft and funk in Stygian niglit: 

Still thy labour and thy care. 
What for Dublin thou Inft done. 

In full luftre fhall appear. 
And outlhine th* uaclpuded fun* 
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Large thy mind, an4 not untried» <• 

For Hibernjfi now doth ftand ; ** 

Through the c?1m, or raging ti^^ 
Safe condu6^s the (hip to land. 

Falfcly we call the rich man great i 

He is only fo that knows 
His plentiful or fmtfll eflate 

Wifely to enjoy and ufe, - * 

He, in wealth or poverty, 

Fortune's power alike defies j 
And falfehood and diftionefly 

More than death abhors and flies : 

Flies from death 1 — No, meets it brawy ^ 

When the fuffering fo fcvere 
M^y ffptn dreadful bondage fave 

Clients, friends, or country dear. 

This the fovereign man, compleat ; 

Hero ; patriot ; glorious ; free ; 
Rich and wife; and good and ^reat; 

Generous Humphry, thou art He. 

A NEW SIMILE FOR THE LADIES. 
BY DR.. SHERIDAR- 1733. 

" To make a writer mifs his end, 
<< You 've nothing elfe to do b^ mend* 
OFTEN try'd in vain to find 
hfimili for woraan-kindy 

KJimli 
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AJknile I mean to fit 'cm, 
vln every circumftance< to hit 'em* 
Through every beaft and bird I went, 
• I ranfackM every element) 
And; after peeping tlirough all aature 
To find fo whimfical a creature, 
A cloud prefcnted to my view* 
AHH fbrait tliis paralH I. dsew : 

Clouds turn with every wind about. 
They keep us in fufpencc and doubt, 
' Yet oft* perverfe, like woman-kind. 
Are feen to feud againfl the wind : 
And are not women juft the fame ? 
For, who can tell at what they aim ? 

Clouds keep the flouted mortals under. 
When bellowing they difcharge their'thunder i 
So when tit alarum-bell is rung 
Of Xanti's everlafting tongue, - 
The hufband dreads. its loudnefs mGB*e 
Than lightnUig's flaih, jor tliunder'sroar. 
Clouds weep, as they do, witliout pain ; 
And what are tears but women s* rain ? 

The clouds about the welkin roam; 
•»And ladies never ftay at 4iQmc. 
TJie clouds build caflles in. the air, 
, A thing peculiar to the fair j 
For all the fchemes of their forecafting 
Are i»t more folid, nor more lafting. 
A cloud is Ijght by turns, and dark. 
Such is a lady with her /park j 

Now 
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Vow with a fudden pouting gloom 

She feems.tp darken all the room ; 

Again (he 's pkas'd, his .fears beguii'd^ 

And aU;i« clear when ihe has fmil'd. 

In this they 're wondroully alike 

. { I hope the Jimile will ftrikc) ; 

Though in the darkefl dumps you view them. 

Stay but a moment^ you '11 fee through them. 

The ekuds 9XC apt to make refleftion. 
And frequently produce infe£^ion; 
So Caelia, .with finall provocation, 
Blafts every neighbour's .reputation. 

The clouds delight in gaudy ihow 
(For they, like ladies, have their bow) j 
The graveil matron will cenfefs, 
That Ihe herfelf is fond of drcfs. 

Obfervc the cloucU in pomp arrayM, 
IVhat various colours are difplay'd; 
The pink, the rofe, the violet's dye. 
In that great drawing-room the iky; 
How do thefe differ from our Graces, 
in garden-iilks, brocades, and laces ? 
Axe they notfuch another (ight. 
When met upon a birth-day night } 

The eloMdj delight to change their fiUhion S 
(Dear ladies, be not in a pailion !) 
Nor let this -whim to you fecm (bange, 
Who every hour delight in change. 

In them and you alike are feen 
The fallen fymptoms of the fpleen i 

Vol. II. Y - The 
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rhc moment** yo«^^^, eyes. 
The ^to"* •"',*;. lady's "^«V 

While bnft-«>^^^,fftt\. 
^'"'"'^'.rorccTeftuUtght: . 

Thus, °" '"^.^ev *g^«' 
in every mft»»"=2^*«t''«"* 
That one m»y^^^,„, loud, 

^,«Mmfjj!^:om.,«:^ 

l„{eriovmon?.)*W jrt . 

So frequent o?***''^ 
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Alas! ouriftnmdftriboiigowoutj 
And only makes 3PO11 fROi^ d«v>MK. 
'Then is not ficmtle ckner worfe» 
TThat drives you not tofrt^^ but cmfif 

We hardly tbtindcr thrice a ytsi ; 
The bolt difcharg'd, the iky grows clears 
Sut every fubluntry dowdy, 
The more Qkt fcolds, the more fee 's oloudy« 

Some critick may obje^, perhaps. 
That clouds are MamM for giving ciafs $ 
But what, alas ! are tla^ sethereal, 
'ComparM for-mifchkf to venetval? 
Can clouds give bubo's, ulcers, Motche^ 
Or from your nefes dig 01ft notches? 
We leave the body fweet and found j 
We kill, 'tis tree, but never wound. 

You know a eloudy iky befpeaks 
Pair weather when the morning breaks 1 
But women in a ^oucfy pH^it 
Foretell a ftorm to laft till nighc 

A cloud in proper feafons pours 
His blefTmgs dewo in fruitful IhowcFS ) 
But woman ^wi|s by fate deiign'd 
To pour down curies on mankind. 

When Sirius o'er the welkin rages> 
Our kindly help his 6re aiTuages 1 
But woman 1$ a curft inAamer, 
No parifl) dockiiig^iool can tame b«r ; 
To kindle ilrife,'dame Nature taught kef j 
Like firc' works, Ihe can burn in watar^ 

y * For 



For ficklenefs how durft you blame -uiy 
(Vho for our conflancy are famous ^ 
You '11 fee a cloud in gentle weather 
K.eep the fame face an hour together; 
While women^ if it could be reckon^ 
Change every feature every fecond. 

Obferve our figure in a morning. 
Of foul or fair we give you warning ; 
But can you guefs from woman's air 
One minute, whether foul or fair ? 

Go read in ancient books enroU'd 
What honours we pdTefs'd of old. 

To diiappoint Ixion's rape 
Jove drefl a cloud in Juno's Ihape.; 
Which when he had enjoy'd, he fwore, 
Ko goddefs .could have pleas'd him more; 
1^0 difference could he find between 
His cloud znd Jove's imperial queen : 
His cloud produc'd a race of Centaurs, 
Fam'd for a thoufand bold adventures i 
From us defcended ab originCf 
By learned authors cali'd uubigemtf 
But fay, what earthly nymph do you know. 
So beautiful to pafs for Juno ? 

Before ^neas durft afpire 
To court hisr majcfty of Tyre, 
His mother begg'd of us to drefs him. 
That Dido might the more carefs him : 
A coat we gave him, dy'd in grain, 
Kfituctn wiig and <kudid cane ' 

(7 
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(The wig was portrdcr'd round with dcct. 
Which fell in ciotuis beneath his feet). 
With which he made a tearing ihow s 
And Dido qmcklj fpwai^J tbi beM. 

Among your females make enquiries^. 
. What nymph on earth* fo fair as Iris ? 
With heavenly beauty fo endow'di 
And yet her father is a ckttii. 
We drefs'd her in a gold brocade-. 
Befitting Juno's favourite maid. 

'Tis known^ that Socrates the wiie 
Ador'd us doitds ta deities; 
To us he made his daily prayers. 
As Ariflophanes declares ; 
Frc^ Jupiter took all dominion. 
And dy'd defending his opinion^ 
3y his authority 'tis plain* 
You worfliip other gods in vafinv 
And from your own experience know 
We govern- all things there below. 
You follow where we pleafe to guide r 
0*cr all your jiaflions we prefidc. 
Can raife them up, or fink them down,. 
As we think fit to fmile or frown : 
And, juft'as we difpofe your brain^ 
Are witty, dull, 'rejoice^ complain. 

Compare us then to female race ! 
We, to* whom all the gods give place f 
Who better challenge your allegiance, 
Becaufe we dwell In higher region?!' 

Y 5 T<«^ 
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You fiad the gods in joiner 4mdl 
In fcas and ftreaAs, or ]an$'-m ktH : 
Ev*n Jove, taad Mercury hh fim^i 
No higher climb than lAotint 01y»p 
(Who mAk«s you thittk tile d^ktitht ^ei^tfi 
He pierce tiie ckuds /< hte kils their s-^«») s 
While we, o*er Tenej^iilii plM'd, 
Are loftier by a mild «t kAft t 
And, when Apollo fbmts on Piiidli«, 
We fee him from our kilch«tt-^j^kido^ S 
Or, to Parnafius lookkg- d6>Mi, 
Can pifs upon his laurel crowa. 

Fate never fbrm'd the godf to % ; 
In vehicles they mount the Hty : 
When Jove would fome fair nymph mreigk 
He comes full gallop on lus eagle. 
• Though Venus be as light a» tir> 
She mufl have dovas tp draw her chauv 
Apollo flirs not out of door 
Without, his lacker'd coadi and four.. 
And jealous Juno, ever fnarling. 
Is drawn by peacocks in her hriim* 
But we can fly where'er we pleaie. 
O'er cities, rivers,, hills, and feas : 
From eaft to weft the world we roam>. 
And in all climates are at home ; 
With care provide you as we go 
Witli fun-fliine, rain, and hail, or fnow^. 
You, when it rains, like fools, believe 
Jove pillcs on you through afiev* : 



ANSWER TO flHERipA^T^ ^UflLE. %zg 
An idle t^ 'tis ^.f^h jngtter < 
We only dip a fpunge in .vrat^s 
Then fqueeze it dofe between our tki(|aU» 
And ihak« it^vrey^ aa^ down it ootaes. 
As you ihall to yovur fgrrovr know s 
We '11 watch yovr €^ wltf reVr yott ^ i 
Andy iince we iind you walk a-footy 
We 11 foundly fouce your frize-furtout. 

'Tis but by, our peculiar grtce^ 
That Phoebus ever fhews his face : 
For, when we pleafe, vift "bpen wide 
Our curtains blue from fide to fids t y 

And then how faucUy he fi^ews 
His brazen face and fiery nofe j 
And gives himfelf a haughty air, 
As if he made the weather fair ! 

'Tis fung, wherever Caefia treads, ^ 

The violets ope their purple heads j 
The rofes blow, the cowflip fprings j 
*Tis fung J but we know better things. 
'Tis true, a woman on h^r mettle 
Will often pifs upon a nettle 5 
But, though we own ihe makes it wetter, 
The nettle never thrives the befter ; 
While we, by Toft prolific Ihowcrs, 
Can every fpring produce you flowers. 

Your poets, Chloe's beauty heightening. 
Compare her radiant eyes to lightning j 
And yet I hope 'twill be allow'd. 
That lightning comes but from a clcoid, 

Y 4 But 
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But gods like us hare too much fenf* 
At poets flights to take offence c 
Nor can hyperboles demean us ; 
Each drab has been compar'd to Venus* 

We own yoQT yerfes are melodioua ; 
But fuchcomparifont are odious* 



A VINDICATION OF THE LIBEL: 

OR, 

A Nbw Balbad, written by a Sho«-bot, on an 
Attorney who was fbrmcriy a Saofi-ioT. 

<< Q^i color ater erat, nunc eft contrarios atro*." 

TT7ITH (inging of ballads, and crying of news, 
^^ With whitemng. of buckles, and blackbg of 

flioes, 
Did Hartley* fttout, both ihoelef»and ffiirtlefs. 
And money lefs too^ but not very dirtlefs ; \ 

Two pence he had gotten by begging, chat 's all ; \^ 
One bought bim a hrufi, and one a black hall} 
]Por clouts at a lofs he could not be much,. 
The cloaths on his back as being but fuch ; 
Thus vampM and accoutred, with clouts, Bmli, and brM/k, 
He gallantly ventured his fortune to pufh : 
Vcfpafian ibifs, being be/j>aiter*d ivitb dirt^ 
Was omeH*d fo be Rome's emperor for '/. 

* See the next poem. 
' - But 
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But IS a wife fiddler is noted, you know. 

To hiTC a good couple of firings to one bowf 

So Hartley judicioufly thought it too little, 

To live by the fweat of his hands and his fpittle: 

He finds out another profeffion as fit, 

And flraight he becomes a retailer of wit. 

One day he cried— '' Murders, and foogs, and great news !** 

Another as foudly— ** Here bikcken your fhoes I" 

At Domvile's * ^11 often h^ fed upon bits. 

For winding ot jacks up, and turning of fpits ; 

Lick'd all the plates round, had many a-grubbing^. 

And now and then got from the cook-maid a-drubhu^: 

Such bailings effedl upon bim. could have none $ 

The dog wilTbe patient, that 's (Iruckwith a bono,. 

Sir Thomas, obferving this Hartley withal 

So expert and. ib a^ve at bruftus and.^d/, 

Was mov'd with compailion, and thought it a pity 

A youth fhould be loft, that had been fo witty : 

Without more ado,- he vamps up my fpark. 

And now we '11 fuppofe him an eminent clerk f. 

Suppofe him an adept in all the degrees 

Of fcribbliiig.c«jai dajbo^ and hooking of fees^ 

Suppofe him a mifer, attorney per bill, 

Suppofe him a courtier -— fuppofe what you will «^ 

Tet would you. believe, though I fwore by the Bible,. 

That he took up two 9iwS'h]fj for crying the libilf 

* Sir T. Domvilci patentee of the Hanaper-office. N. 

A FRIENDLY 
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A FRIENDLY APOLOGY 

FOR A CERTAIN JUSTICfe OF t^EACJS, 

By Way of Defence of Hartley HuT€HiH«oii,£f% 

** But he by bawling news about, 
'* And aptly u(ing bruOi and clout, 
** A juflice of the peace became, 
** To puniih rogues who do the fame.^ Huttw 
By JAMES BLACK- WELL, Operator for the F«L 

T SING the man of courage try*d, 
■■• 0*cr-run with ignorance and pride^ 
Who boldly hunted out difgrace 
With canlcer'd mind and hideous het i 
The Brft who made (let hone deny it). 
The libel-vending rogues be quiet. 

The fa6^ was glorious, we muft own. 
For Hartley was before unknown, 
ContemnM I mean ; — for who Would chufib 
So vile a fubje6t for the Mufc ? 

'I'was once tlie nobleft of his wifiies 
To fill his paunch with fcraps firom dHbee, 
For which he 'd parch before tlic grate. 
Or wind thej^f^'j flow-rifi'ng weight 
(Such toils as beft his talents fit), 
Or ^oWihfioes, or turn the jj>i/ j 
But, uuexpc6tcdly grown rich in 
'Squire Domvile's family and kitchen. 
He pants to eternize his name. 
And takes the dirty road to fame i 

Believe! 



APOLOGY WfL A CERTAIN JUSTICE. §|» 

Believes that perfccuting wit 

Will prove the fureft way to it ; 

Soy vmW a Cdlon^ *" at kis back^ 

The LiM feel^ his firft attack ; 

He calls it a feditioxis paper, 

Writ by ktotixr Paoiot Dxafpicr i 

Then raves ^4 bluBiders nohftaft tbidcUr 

Than aldermaii o*trcknrg'd with liquor r 

And all this with deiigny nadoikbl^ 

To hear his praifes hawk'd about; 

To fend his name through €vcry (hcct^ 

Which ecft lut pam'd witli difty feet {- i 

Well pleased to live to future times^ ^ 

Though but in keen fatiric rhymes. 

So Ajax, whoy for aught we know>. 
Was jufticc many years ago^ 
And minding then na earthly thingSy. 
But killing libelers of kings } 
Or, if he wanted wdrk to d6» 
To run a bawling news-boy tkrough r- 
Yet he, wfacai wn^p'il u]^ im a dcmif, 
Entreated Father Jove alo^od, 
Only in light to. ifaew his face. 
Though- it might tend to his diigrace.. 

And fo th' Ephefian villain fir'd 
Th^ temple which the world admir*d,. 
Contemning deaths defpifing fliame, 
To gain an eveivodious name. 

* Colonel Kcr, a mere Scotchman, Lieutenant Colo- 
nel to Lord Harrington's regiment of dragoons, who* 
made a. news-boy eviticnce againft the printer, I«.v^^^\k* 
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DR. SHERIDAN'S BALLAD 
ON BALLY SPELLING 

A LL you that would refine your Uood^ 
•^^ As pure as hm*d Llewellyii> 
By waters clear, come every yeai^ 
To drink at Ballyfpellin. 

Though pox or itch your ikins enrkh 

With rubies pad the telling, 
rTwill clear your fkin before yod Nre bce» 

A month at Ballyfpellio. 

If lady's cheek be green as leek 
When fhe comes from her dwellings 

The kindling rofe within it glows 
When flic *8 at BallyfpcUin. 

The footy brown, who comes from towD^ 

Grows here as fair as Helen; 
Then back flie goes, to kill the beaux 

By dint of Ballyfpellin- 

Our ladies are as frefh and fair 

As Rofe, or bright Dun kel ling : 
And Mars might make a fair miAake,, 

Were he at Ballyfpellin. 

• A famous fpaw in. the county of Kilkenny, where 
thje Do£k>r had been to drink the waters with a fa- 
vourite lady. N. 

\re 
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"We men fubmit as they think fit. 

And here is no rebelling : 
The rtafon 's plain ; the ladies reign. 

They 're queens at Ballyfpellin. 

By matchlefs charms, unconquer'd arm% 

They have the ivay of quelling 
-Such defperate foes as dare pppoie . 

Their po\^er at Ballyfpellin. 

Cold water turns to fire, and burn«, 

I know^ 'hecaufe I fell in 
A dream which came from one bright dame 

Who drank at Ballyfpellin. 

Pine beaux advance, equipt for dance. 

To bring their Anne or Nell in 
With fo much grace, I *m fure no place 

Can vie with BallyfpeUin. 

No politicks, no fubtle tricks, 

No man his country fellings 
We eat, we drink 1 we never think 

Of thefe^t Ballyfpellin. 

The troubled mind, the pufc with win^ 

Do all come here pell-mell in ; 
And they ace fiUe to work their cure 

By drinking Ballyfpellin. 

Though dropfy fills you to the gills. 

From chin to toe though fwelling. 
Pour in, pour out, you cannot doubt 

A cufe 9X Ballyfpellin. 

Deadi 
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Death throws no darts through aH thefe parts. 

No fextons here are knelHng : 
Come, judge and try, you *11 neror dh^ 

But live at Ballyfpellk; 

Except you feel darts tipt with ftecl. 

Which here are every hclle in : 
When from their eyes fwect ruin flics. 

We die at Bally4>ellin, 

'Good chear, fwect air, much joy, no care. 
Your fi^ht, your tafte, your finelling. 

Your ears, your touch, tranfporte^ muck 
Each day at Ballyfpellin. 

Within this ground we all Ikep found, 

Ko noify dogs a-yelling ; 
Except you wake, for Cselw's fake. 

All night at Ballyfpellin. 

There all you fee, both he and fite, 

No lady tceeps Kar cell in ; 
But all partake the mirth we make. 

Who drink at Ballyfpellin. 

My rhymes are gone; 1 think I've none^ 

Unlefs I ihouid bring hell in ; 
But, (ince I 'm here to heaven fo ndar^ 

I can't at Ballyfpellin ! 



AlfSWER. 
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ANSWER. 

BY, D rT swift* 

TA ARE you dt^ute, yoa fmcy bnae^ 
'^-^ And tbiajc cheve 's no rcfdliog 
Your fcurvy lays, and fe pfejgft psai& 
You giv£ CO Baliyipellia? 

However you bounce, I here pronomoe. 

Your medicine is Mpeliing i 
Your water 's mud, and fours eke bloody 

When drunk ac BaUy^pellm* ' 

Thofe pocky drabs, to cvre their fcabs. 

You thither are compelling, 
Will back be fent worfe iliiAft tkcj^weiM> 

From nafly BaUyf^Uii^r . 

Llewellyn why ? As wdl niy I 

Name hon^ do6l»F SeUiii^} 
So hard fometimes you dug fiw id^^pit. 

To bring in Baijl^pfllii^. 

No fubje£^ fit to try yoov wity 

When you Mitnt.cokMcllii^^ 
But dull intrigues 'twiit jiKfes and^tetgues. 

That mef ^ BaUyfp^lQn, 

♦ This anfwer was refeAted by Br. %eridan, ji$. an 
affront on himfelf and the la^y be attended tp the 
fpaw. N. 

Oac 
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Our Itifes fair, fay what you dare» 

Who fowing make with fhelling. 
Jit Market^iill mote .beaux. can ikill, \ 

Than, yours at Ballyfpellin. 

Would I was whipr, when Sheelah ftript^ 

To waih herfelf our well in ; 
A hum fo white ne*er came .in fight. 

At paultry Ballyfpellin. 

Your mawkins there fmocks hempen weti^ 

Of HoUand not an ell in { 
No,- not a rag, ^hate'er you brag, 

Is found at Ballyfpellin. 

!But Tom will prate at any rate« 

All other nyraphs expelling^ 
.Becaufe he gets a few grifettes 

At loufy Ballyfpellin* 

There 's bonny Jane, in yonder lane, 

Juft o'er againf): The BelUinn i 
Where can you meet a lafs f o f wee^ 

Round all your Ballyfpellin i 

We have a girl defenres an earl | 

She came from Ennifkillin t 
So fair, fo young, no fuch among 

The .belles at Ballyfpellin. 

How would you ftarej to fee her there^ 

The foggy mift difpelling. 
That clouds tlie brows of every blowie 

Who li^es at'ballyfpellml 

5 No 
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l^»w as I live, I would not give 

A ftiver for a fkellin. 
To towfe and kifs the fairefV mifs * 

That leaks at Bally fpellin. 
\Vlioe*er will raife fuch lies as thefc * 

Dcferves a good cudgelling- : 
Who falfely boafts of belles and toafts,. 

At dirty Bally fpellin. 

My rhymes are gonc^ to all but ©nc,. 

Whrch is, our trees are felling; 
As proper 411116 as thofc you wricB, 

To force in Ballyfpellin. 

HORACE, PART OF BOOK h SAT, VL 
PARAPHRASED. 

TF noify Tom * Hiould in the fcnatc prate, 

■*• " Tliat he woliid anfwer both tor church and flare; 

" And, further to dcmonflrate his affcclion, 

" Would take the kingdom iuto liis prote£V.ion :'* 

All mortals mull be curious to in([uire, 

Who could this coxcomb be, and who his fire ? 

" What ! thou, the fpawn of himf who Iham'd our iilc,, 

" That traitor, afiaflin, informer vilcl 

*^ Sir Thomas Prendergaft. Ir isH Ed. 

■ t The father of Sir Thomas P , who engaged in 

a plot to murder king William III ; but, to avoid 
being hanged,' turned informer againft his afTociatcs, 
for which he was rewarded with a' good eftate, ands. 
inade a baronet. Ibid.. 

Vol. 1 1. Z ' ^'-"SLVwys^ 
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* Thouj^h by the female fide ♦ you proudly briB^ 
" To mend your breed, the murderer of i king s 
'* What was thy grandfire f but a mountaineer^ 
** Who held a cabbin for ten groats a year ; 
" Whofe roa:fter Moore J prefcrv'd him from the halter^ 
** For ftcaling co^vs j nor could he read the Pi^er! 
" Durft thcw, ungrateful, from the fenate chace 
** Thy founder's grandfon ^, and ufurp his place ? 
«* Juft heaven ! to^ee the duughill baftard brood 
** Survive in thee, and make the proverb good | \ 
« Then vote a worthy citizen *♦ to jail, 
•* In fpite of juftice, and refufe his bail !'* 

* Cadogan*s family. Irish Ed. 

•f- A poor thieving cottager under Mr. Moore, con- 
demned at Clonroell alTizes to be hanged for flealing 
cows. Ibid. 

X The grandfather of Guy Moore, cfq; who pro- 
cured hire a pardon. Ibid. 

§ Guy Moore was faiily ele6^ed member of par- 
liament for Clonmc, but Sii Thomas, depending 
upon hia intcrcft witli a certain party then prevailing 
and fitice i^nown by the title of Parfon-hunters, pe 
tirioned the houfe againft him ; out of which he wj 
turned upon pretence of bribery, which the paying 
his lawful debts was then voted to be. Ibid. 

II " Save a tliief from the gallows, and he will ( 
*♦ your throat" Ibid. 

** Mr. Gearge Faulkner. See the verfes in the 
lowing page, N. 
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On a PRINTER'S Uing fcnt to NewoAte. 

"DETTER we all were in our graves 

•*-* Than live in flavery to (laves, 

Worfe than the anarchy at Tea, 

Where iiflies on each other prey ; 

Where every trout can make as high rants 

O'er his inferiors as our tyrants j 

And fwagger while the coaft is clear : 

But, fhoulcl a lordly pike appear, 

Away you fee the varlet feud. 

Or hide his coward fnout in mud. 

Thus, if a gudgeon meet a roach* 

He dare not venture to approach ; 

Yet flill has impudence ^o rife. 

And, like Domitian, leap at flies. 

THK DAY OF JUDGEMENT^r 

TTT'ITH a whirl of tliouglit opprefi'd, 
^ I funk from reverie to reft. 
An horrid vifion feiz'd my head, 
I -faw the graves give up their dead ! 
Jove, arm'd with terrors, burfts the (kies, 
And thunder roars, and lightning flics ! 
Amaz'd, confus'd, its fate unknown. 
The world (lands trembling at his throne ! 

• That this poem is the genuine produ£lion of the 
Dean, Lord Cheftcrfield bears ample tcftimonv in His 
Letter to M. Voltaire, Aug. ty, 175*. N. 



346 8 W I F. T *S 1 O E M* ft 

While each pale fiimcr hung his head, 
Jove, ncxtding, ihook the heavens, and {sad-r- 
' •« Offending race of human-kind,- 
" By nature, rcafon, Uarning, blind r 
** You wlvo, through frailty, ftcpp'd afide;- 
" And you who never fell, through pride i 
** You who in different fc£ls were fhamin'd,- 
** And corne to fee each other damn'd 
<« (So Tome folk told you, but rhcy knew 
** No more of Jove's defigns than you); 
«* — The world's mad builncfs now is o'er, 
•* And I rcfcnt thcfe pranks no more. 
** — I to fuch blockheads fet my wit I 
<• I damn lucb fools !— Go, go,- you *rc hi:.** 

VERSES SENT TO THE DEAN 

ON HIS BIRTH-DAY, 

WITH PINE'S HORACE, FINELY BOUKK 

BY DR, J. srCAN*.. 

—^Horace fpeakkjgj 

XT'OU TE read. Sir, in poetic ftraiiir; 
"*• How Varus and the Mantuan Twain 
> Have on my birth-day been invited 
(But I was forc'd in verfe to write it) 

• This ingenious young gentleman was nnfoitunately 
nlurdcrcd in Italy. N. 

Upon 
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'Upon a plain rcpaft to dine, 

And tafle iny old Campanian wine ; 

But I^ who all puiiftilios hate, 

Though long familiar with the great. 

Nor glory in my reputation. 

Am come without an invitation ; 

And, though I -m usM to right Falcrniai, 

I '11 deign for once to tafte lernian j 

But fearing that you might difpute 

i(Had I put on my common fuit) 

My breeding and my politejfe^ 

I vifit in a birth-day drefsj 

My coat of purefl Turkey red. 

With gold embroidery richly fprcad 5 

To which I 've fure as good preteniions 

As Irifh lords who ftarvc on penfions. 

What though proud minifters of ftatc 

Did at yotir anri-chamber wait | 

What thougli your Oxfords and your St. Joims 

Have at^your levee paid attendance ; 

And Peterborough and great Ormond, 

With many chiefs who now are dormant. 

Have laid atide the 'general's ftafF 

And public cares, wkh you to laugh ; . *•'- ''*:'^- 

Yet I fome friends as good can name/ '^V, •' 

Nor lefs the darling fbns of F^me j . /^!S!f^ 

For fure my Pollio^and Maecenas '^-^ii;*^^ .a„ 

Were a« good ftatefmen, Mr. Dean, «fi' '•^!*ir. '•■\(; 

Either your Boiingbroke or Harley^- " .^^^' "*' 

Though they made Lewis beg a.paijjcyj ^ '-^M*^ 

z 3 _; -^., 
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And as for Mordaunt, your lov*d hero, 

I *11 match hUn with my Dryfus Nero. 

You '11 boaft, perhaps, your favourite Pop<? i 

But Virgil is as good, I hope. 

I own indeed I can't get any 

To equal Helfham and Delany ; 

Since Athens brought forth Socratest 

A Grecian ifle Hippocrates 5 

Jiince TuHy liv'd before my timc» 

And Galen blefi^'d ano^lier clime. 

You 11 plead perhaps, at my requeft. 
To be admitted as a gueft, 
•* Vour hearing h bad !" — But why fuph fc*rs * 
I fpeak to eyes, and not to ears j 
And for that reafon wifely took 
The form you fee me in, a book. 
Attack'd by (low-devouring moths. 
By rage of barbarous Huns and Goths j 
By Bentley's notes, my duadlieft foes. 
By Creech's rhymes and Dunfler's piofe^ 
I found my boafted wit and fire 
In their rude hands almofl expire : 
Yet ftill they but in vain alTail'd ; 
For, had their violence prevail'd, 
And in a hi aft deftroy'd my fame. 
They would have p^^rtly mifs'd tlieir aimj 
Since all my fpirit in thy page 
Defies the Vandals of this age. 
'Tis yours to fave thefe fmall remains 
ilfom future pedants' muddy brains, 



Am 
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And fix my long-uncertain fate. 

You bcft know how— which way ?-*Translati» 

ON PSYCHE*. 

A T two afternoon for our Pfyche inquire, 
'^^*- Her tea-kettle 's on, and her fmock at the fire ; 
So loitering, fo a6live j fo bufy, fo idle ; 
Which hath fee mod need of, a fpur or a bridle ? 
Thus a greyhound out-runs the whole pack in a race. 
Yet would rather be hang'd than he'd leave a warm place. 
She gives you fuch plenty, it puts you in pain j 
But ever with prudence takes care of the main. 
To pleafe you, fee knows how to chufc a nice bit 1 
For her tafte is alnac^ as refinM as her wit. 
To oblige a good friend, fee will trace every market, 
It would do your heart good, to fee how fee will cark it. 
Yet beware of her arts j for, it plainly appears. 
She faves half her visuals, by feeding your ears, 

THE DEAN AND DUKE. 1734. 

JAMES BRYDGES and the Dean had long bce» 
friends ;• 
James is bsduk*d ; of courfe their friendfeip ends t 
But fure tlic Dean deferves a fearp rebuke. 
From knowing James, to boaft he knows the Duke. 
Yet, fmcc juft Heaven the Duke's ambition mocks, 
Since all he got by fraud is loft by ftocks, 

♦ Mrs. Sican, a very ingenious well-bred lidy, 
mother 10 the author of the preceding poem. N. 

Z 4 HLv 
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His wings arc clipp'd : he tries no more in vii» 

With bands of fiddlers to extend his train. 

Since he no more can build, and plant, and rcTCl, 

The Duke and Dean lecm near upon a lertfl. 

Oh ! wei t rhou not a Duke, my good Duke Humphrv^ 

From bailiff's claws thou fcarce could'ft keep thy h»ni 

free. 
A Duke to know a Dean! go, fmooth thy crown : 
'I'hy brother (far tliy betters) wore a gown. 
>Vell, but a Duke thou art j fo pleac'd the King : 
Oil ! would his Majefty hut add a ihring I 

ON 

DR. RUNDLE, BISHOP OF DERRY*. 

T%/r A K E Rundle bifhop ! fie for ihamel 

^^■^ An Arian to ufurp the name ! 

A blfliop in the iflc df Saints ! 

How will his brethren make comj;)laints< 

Dare any of the iiiitred -had 

Confer on him the Holy Ghoft ; 

In mother-church to breed a variance, 

Bv coupling Onhodox with Acians > 

Yet, were he Heather, Turk, or Jcw^ 
What is there in it ftrange or new ? 
For, let us hear the weak pretence^ 
His brethren -find to take offence ; 
•Of whom there arc but four at moil. 
Who know tlicre is an Holy Ghoft.: 

* Promoted to that fee in February, 1734*5 . ^* 

Tlie 
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The reft, who bokft they have conferred it, 
Like Paul's Ephefians, never heard itj 
And, when tkey gave it, well 'tis known. 
They ^ave wkiat never was their own. 

Rundlc a bifhopl well he Hiay;' 
He 's flill a'X^iiftian more tbanthey. 

We know the fubjeft of their quarrels.; 
'The man bae learning, fenfe, and morals. 

There is a reafon ftill more weighty .5 
'Tis granted he believes a Deity. 
Has every «rCuraflance to plcafe us. 
Though fools may doubt his faith in Jcfus. 
JBut why ihouid he with that be loaded. 
Now twenty years from court exploded ? 
And is not this objection odd 
From rogues wIk) ne*er believ'd a God ? 
For liberty -ecbampion flout, 
Though not fo gofpel-ward -devout. 
While others, hither fent te fave u^ 
Came but to plunder and^nilave us ; 
Nor ever own*d a power divine, 
But Mammon and the German Hne« 

Say, how did Rundle undermine 'em> 
Who ihew'4 a httttrjus dtivinufn P 
From antient canons would not vary, 
But thrice refus'd epi/copar^. 

Our bilhop's predeceiTor, Magufi, 
Would offer all thefands of Tagust 
'Or (ell his children, houfe, and land% 
jFor that one gift^ to lay-on hands s 

Bus 
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But all his gold could not avail 

To have the Spirit fet to fale. 

Said furly Peter, " Magus, pr'ythee, 

** Be gone : thy money periih with thee." 

Were Peter now alive, perhaps. 

He might have found a fcore of chaps : 

Could he but make his gift appear ^ 

In rents three thoufand pounds a yeai* 

Some fancy this promotion odd^ 
As not the handy- work of God j 
Though e'en the hiihops difappointed 
Muil own it made by God*s anointed^ 
And, well we know, the congj regal 
Is more fecure as well as legal % 
Bccaufe our lawyers all agree, 
That bifhopricks are held in fee. 

Dear Baldwin cliafte, and witty Ci»ne, 
How forely I lament your lofs I 
That fuch a pair of wealthy ninnies 
Should flip your time of dropping guineas % 
For, had you made the king your debtor. 
Your title liad been in much better. 

EPIGRAM. 

FRIEND Rundle fell, with grievous bump. 
Upon his reverential rump. 
Poor rump ! thou hadil been better fped. 
Had thou been joined to Boulter's head : 
A head, fo weighty and profound, 
Would needs have kept tiice from the ground. 

ACHA- 
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A CHARACTER, PANEGYRIC, and DESCRIP- 
TION of theXEGION-CJUUB. 1736. 

A S I ftrall the city, oft* I 
■^^ See a builditig large and lofty. 
Not a bow-ihot from tke college ; 
Half the gbbe from fenft and knowledge : 
By the pnxlent wxhite^ ig 

Plac'd againft the church d2re6):. 
Making good my gtand-dame*s jell, 
** Near the church" -^ you know the reft. 

Tell us, what (he jnle contains ^ 
Many a head that holds no brains. t# 

Thefe demoniacks let me dub 
With the name of Legion-club. 
Such afTemblies, you might fwear. 
Meet when butchers bait a bear ; 
$uch a noife, and fuch haranguing, I^ 

When a brother thief is hanging : 
Such a rout and fuch a rabble 
Run to hear Jack-pudden gabble ; 
Such a crowd their CH-d^re throw? 
: On a far lefs villain's nofc. 2* 

Could I fioiaL the building's top 
Hear the rattling thunder drop, 
While the devil Upon the roof 
(If the devil be thunder-proof) 
Should wittr poker fiery red t^ 

Crack tlie flones, and melt the loadi 

I- Drirt 
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Drive them down on every fcull, 

•While the den of thieves is fuil j 

Quite deftroy the harpies* neft; 

H<JW inight then our ifle be bleft ! 3# 

For Divines allow, diat God * 

Sometimes makes the deviL his cod;{ 

And the Gofpel will inform us. 

He can puniih fins enormous. 
^ Yet ibould Swift endow the f(;hooISf 35 

" For his lunatics and fools. 

With a rood or two of lamii 

I allow the pile may Hand. 

You perhaps will aik me. Why ib"? 
. 3ut it is with this pro vifb : 4* 

Since the houfe is like to laft« 

Let the royal grant be pafs'd. 

That the club have right to dw/eU 

Each within his proper, cell, 
. With a paflage left ta creep in, 45 

And a hole abov,e for peeping. 
Let them, when they once get io^ 

Sell the nation for a pin; 

While they lit a-picking draws, 
Xet them rave at making laws $ ^ 

While they never hold. their, tongue^ 

Let them dabble in their 4uiig : 

Let them ferm a grand comimttee. 

How to plague and fbrve the city .4 

j^et them ilare, and florjoiy and frowOf 5$' 

WJien they U^ ii xkigy-gQwa 1 

JLtf 
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Eet them, ere they crack a loufe. 

Call for th* orders of the houfc} 

Let them, \yith their gofling xjuilis, 

Scribble fenfelefs heads of bills. #• 

We may, while they drain thfeir throatsy- 

Wipe our a — s with their votes. 

Let Sir Tom *, that rampant afs, 
Stuff' his gut* with flax and grafs ; 
But, before the priiefl he fleeces,. ^^ 

Tear the Bible all to pieces : 
At the parfon^, Tom, halloo, boy^^ 
Worthy offspring of a flioe-boy. 
Footman, traitor, vile feducer, 
Perjur'd rebel, brib'd accufer, -^tr 

Lay thy paltry privilege afide, 
Sprung from papifts, and a regicide; 
Fall a-working like a mole, 
Raife the dirt about your hole. 

Come, aflift j^e^ Mufe obedieat ! 75 

Let us try fome.ncw expedient j 
Shift the fcene for half an houry- 
Time and place are in thy power. 
Thither, ^gentle iVIufey condud m© ; 
I fliall a(k, and you inftru£t me. {q 

See, the Mufe unbars the gate ! 
^ Hark, the monkeys, how they prate I 

All ye gods wl>o rule the foul I 
Styx, through hell whofe waters roll I 

* A privy-coui^or, nicmk)iicdin.|« jfj^^ N. 
■: • Ler. 
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Let me be allowed to tell %^ 

What I heard in yonder hclL 

Near the door an entrance gapes, 
Crouded round with antic fliapes. 
Poverty, and Grief, and Care, 
Caufelefs Joy^ and true Defpair ; 9« 

Difcord periwigg'd with fnakcsi. 
See the dreadful (Irides fhe takes 1 

By this odious crew befet, 
1 began to rage and fret, 

And refolv'd to break their pates, ^5 

£re we entered at the gates ; 
Had not Clio in the nick 
Whifper'd me, « Lay down your flick.** 
"What, faid I, is this the mad-boufe f 
Thefe, fhe anfwer'd, are but fhadows, ie« 

Phantoms bodilefs and vain, 
OEmpty vifions of the brain. 

Jn the porch Briareus flands, 
^Shews a bribe in all his hands ; 
Briareus the fecretary, i«l 

But we monak call Itim Carey. 
When the rogues their country fleece. 
They may hope for pence a-piece. 

Clio, who had been fo wife 
To put-on a fool's difguife, 110 

To befpeak fome approbation. 
And be thought a near relation. 
When fhe faw three hundred brutes 
All involved in wild difpuces. 

Roaring; 
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Roaring till their lungs were fpent, 115 

Privilege of Parliament*, 

Now a new misfortune feels, 

Dreading to be laid by th' heelc 

Never durft a Mufe before 

Enter that infernal door ; ta* 

Clio, ftifled with the fmell. 

Into fpleen and vapours fell. 

By the Stygian fleams that flevr 

From the dire infeftious crew. 

Not the flench of Lake Avernus 115 

Could have more offended her nofe | 

Had fhe flown but o*er the top. 

She had felt her pinions drop, 

And by exhalations dire. 

Though a goddefs, mufl ex|nre« 139 

In a fright (he crept away $ 

Bravely I refolv'd to flay. 

When I faw the keeper frown, 
Tipping him with half a crown. 
Now, faid I, we are alone, 135 

Name your heroes one by one. 

Who is that hcll-featur'd brawler f 
Is it Satan ? No, 'tis Waller. 
In what £gure can a bard dreis 
Jack the grandfon of Sir Haidrefs ? ^14% 

Honeft keeper, drive him funher, 
In his looks are heli ami murder » 
See the fcowling vifage drop, 
Jufl as when he murdcrVl T*«-tp» 

Keeper, 
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Keeper, (hew me where to fix " i^ j 

On the puppy pair of Dicks ; 

By their lantern jaws and Icathem,- 

You might fweaf they both arc brethrenr 

Dick Fitz-Baker, Dick the player, 
... Old acquaintance, are you there ? j'5# 

Dear companions, hug and kifs, 

Toaft Old Glorious in your pife j. 

Tie them, keeper, in a tether,- 

Let them ftarve and ftink together i,- 

5oih are apt to be unruly, 15- 

Lalh them daliy* lafli them duly ; 

Though *tis liDpelefs to reclaim them,. 

Scorpion rods perhaps may tame them. 
Keeper, yon old dotard fmoke, 
, Sweetly fnoring in his cloak: i6« 

Who is he ? 'Tis humdrum Wynne, 

Half encompafs'd by his kin : 

There obferve the tribe of Bingham, 

For he never fails to bring them j 

While he lleeps the whole debate, 165 

They fubmilTive round him wait j 

Yet would. gladly fee the hunks 

In his grave, and fearch his trunks. 

See, they gently twitch his coat, 
.. . Juft to yawff and give his vote, if • 

Always firm in his vocation. 

For the court, againfl the nation. 
Thofe are A — s Jack and Bob, 

Firft in every wicked job. 

Son 
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^on and brother to a queer 175 

Brainfick brute, they call a peer. 

"We muft give them'bcftter quarter. 

For their ancdlor trod mortar, 

And H — til, to bo^ft his fame, 

^n a chimney cut his name. 1 80 

There fit Clements, I>— Tcs, and Harrifon : 
How they fwagger from their garrifon ! 
Such a triplet could you tell 
Where to find on this fide hell ? 
harrifon, andD-^ks, and Clements, 185 

Keeper, fee they have their payments. 
Every mifchief ^s in their hearts; 
If they fail, 'tis want of parts. 

Blefs us, Morgan ! art thou there, man I 
"Blcfs mine eyes ! art thou the chairman 1 190 

Chairman to your damn'd committee ! 
Yet I look on thee with pity. 
Dreadful fight ! what ! learned Morgaa 
Metamorphosed to a Gorgon ? 
'For thy horrid looks, I own, 195 

Half convert me to a ftone. 
Haft thou been fo long at fchool, 
Now to turn a fa6lious tool ? 
Alma Mater was thy mother, 
Every young divine thy brother. 200 

Thou, a difobedient varlct, 
Treat thy mother hke a harlot ! 
Thou ungrateful to thy teachers, 
Who arc all grown reverend preachers ! 

Vo L. IL A a Morgan, 
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Morgan, would it not furprize ont I 205 

Turn thy nouriihment to pqifen ! 

"When you walk among your books. 

They reproach you with thsir looks ; 

Bind them faft, or from their f}ieWcs 

They will come and right theu)fel?C5 ; ^IQ 

Homer, Plutarch, Virgil, FUccus, 

All in arms prepare to back us : 

Soon repent, or put to flaughtcr 

Every Greek and Roman author. 

Will you, in your faftiop's plirafe, 115 

Send the clergy all to graze ; 

And, to make your proje^k pafs* 

Leave them not a blade of grafs f 

How I want thee, humorous Hogarth ! 
Thou, I hear, a pleafant rogue art. %f 

Were but you and I acquainted, 
Every moniler Ihould l)e padntcd : 
You (Iiould try your graving-tools 
On this odious groupe of fools ; 
Draw the beads as I defcribe them Sft5 

From their features, while I gibe them ; 
Draw them like ; for I aflurc you. 
You will need no car'catura; 
Draw them fo, that we may trace 
All the foul in every face. B3O 

Keeper,,! muft not retire. 
You have done wliat I defire : 
But I feel my fpirits fpent 
With the noifc, the fight, the fccnt. 

«Pny 
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** Pray be pttieiit ; you Aall find 135 

«* Half the Veft arc ftill behind : 

** Yow have hardly fccn a fcore ; 

** I can (hew two hundred more." 

Keeper^ I have fccn enough. — 

Taking then a ptnch of fnuff, ^40 

I concluded, looking round them, 

** May their god, the devil, confound them 1" 



AN APOLOGY, Sec. 

A LADY, wife as well as fair, 
^*^^ Whofe confctcnce always was her care. 
Thoughtful upon a point of moment, 
Would have the text as well as comment : 
So hearing of a grave Divine, 
She fent to bid him command dine. 
But, you mud know, he was not -quite 
So grave as to be unpohte ^ 
Thought human learning wonld not leiTen 
The dignity of his profcifion : 
And, if you 'd heard the man difcourftf, 
Or preach, you 'd like him fcarce the worfe. 
He long had bid the court farewell, 
Retreating fileot to his cell ; 
Sufpeded for the love ke bore 
To one who fway'd fome time before; 
Which made it more furprizing how 
He ihould be (eat lor thkher now« 

A a 2 The 



356 «WIET'S POEM-B. 

The melTage told, he gapesy and flares^ 
And fcarce believe his eyes or ears : 
Could not conceive what. it ihould mean. 
And fain would hear it told again. 
But then the 'fquire fo trim and nice, 
'Twere rude to make him tell it twice ; 
So bow'd, was thankful for the honour s 
And would not fail to wait upon her. 
His beaver brufh'd, his fhoes, and gown^ 
Away he trudges into town 5 
Pafles the lower caftlc-yard, 
And now advancing to the guard. 
He trembles at the thoughts of ftatc j 
For, confcious of his fheepifh gait. 
His fpirits.of a fudden failed himj 
He {lopty and could not tell what ail'dhiau 

What was the melTagc I received 7 
Why certainly the Captain rav'd I 
To dine .with her ! and come at three I 
TmpolTible I it can't be me. 
Or may be I miftook the word 5 
My Lady — it muft be my Lord. 

My Lord *s abroad ; .my Lady too t 
What muft th' unhappy Doftor do ? 
*• Is Captain Cracherode here, pray ?*' — •• No.** 
'* Nay, then 'tis time for me to go." 
Am I awake, or do I dream ? 
I 'm fure he call'd me by my name ; 
Nam'd me as plain as he could fpeak^ 
And yet there muft be fome miflake* 

Why, 
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WJhy^ .what a jeft flioald I have been. 

Had now my Lady been within I 

What could J *ve faid ? I *m mighty glad* 

She went abroad— (he M thought me mad». 

The hour of dining now is paft : 

Well then, I '11 e'en go home and fafl; 

And, iince I '(cap'd being made a feoff, 

I think I *m very fairly oflF> 

My Lady nowretiiming home. 

Calls, ** Crachcrode, is the Do6tor come ?** 

He had not heard of him — *' Pray fee, 

" *Tis now a quarter after three." 

The Captain walks about, and fearches 

Through all the* rooms, and courts, and arches j; 

Examines all the fervants round, 

In vain — no Do6!or *s to he found. 

My Lady could not chufe but wonder : 

" Captain, I fear you Ve made fomc blunder:- 

** But pray, to-mnrrow go at ten, 

** I *11 try his manners once aeain; 

" If rudenofs be th* efFcft of knowledge, 

" My fon (hall never fee a college." 

The Captain was a man of reading;. 
And much good fenfe, as well as breeding,. 
Who, loath to blame, or to rncenfc. 
Said little in his own defence. 
Next day another meifage brought .• 
The Do£lor, frighten'd at his fault. 
Is drefb'dy and dealing through the croud, 
Now pale as death, tlien bluih'd and bow'd, 

Aa 3 Panting 
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Panting — an^ fav^tetiAg — ^Ikaftou'd and ha^i^ 

** Her Ladyihip wae gone abroad ; 

«< The C«^m too — he did set know 

»< VVIldthar be ought to 6ay or ^ i" 

BeggM ihe 'd forgive him. In iKk]feel«£«n^ 

My Lady, pitfiag his ooaKk^M^^^ 

CalVd her good-nac&re to H\ku ktfl^ | 

Told hkn, ihe thought ibe mighi MiAfehfy^} . 

And would not only grant hk i«it> 

But vifk buBj and eat fome thiic)t 

Provided, at a proper time 

He told the real truth in i^ymiu 

'Twas to no-purpofe to oppoicy 

She 'd hear of no excufe in profe* 

The Do£ix>r l\ood not to- debate. 

Glad to compound at any rate $ 

So, bowing, feemingly complyM i 

Though, if he durft, be had deny'cL 

But firft, refdv'd to (hew liis taftc, 

Was too refin'd tagive a fcaft: 

He M treat with nothing that was rare^ 

But winding walks and purer air $ 

Would entertain without expence^ 

Or pride, or vain magnificence ; 

For well he knew, to fuch a gueft 

The plaineft meals muil be the bed:. 

To ftomachs clogg'd with coftly fare 

Simplicity alone is rare ; 

Whilfl high, and nice, and curious OMacs, 

Are really but vulgar treats. . 

inftead 
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Inftead of fpoils of Pcrfiail Iboms, 
The coftly boafts of regal rooms. 
Thought it more courtly ahd difctcet 
To fcattcr rofes at ker ffeet ; 
Rofes of richeft dye, th)»t ihont 
With native loftre, Mk6 her owh : 
Beauty that needs no aid of art 
Through eveiy fenfc to reach the heart. 
The gracious dame, diough well ihe kncvr 
All this was much beneath her due, 
Lik'd every thing -^ at leaft thought fit 
To praife it par maniere d* acquit. 
Yet ihe, though fecming pkas'd, can't bear 
The fcorching fun, or chilling air ; 
Difturb'd alike at both extremes. 
Whether he diews Or hides his beams : 
Though Teeming pleas'd at all ihe fees, 
Stares at the ruffling of the trees ; 
And fcarce Can fpeak for v^ant of breath, 
In half a walk fatigued to death. 
The Do£lor takes his hint from hence, 
T* apologize his late offence : 
" Madam, the mighty power of ufc 
** Now ftrangely pleads in my excufe : 
" If you unus'd have fcaixcly ftrength 
** To gain this walk's untoward length 5 
" If, frighten *d at a fccne fo rude, 
*' Through long difufe of folitude ; 
** If, long confined to fires and fcrcens, 
♦* You dread the waving of thefe greens ; 

A a 4 « If 
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" If you, who long have brcath*d the fumes 

** Of city-fogs and crouded rooms, 

'* Do now folicitouAy ihun. 

** The cooler air and dazzling- fun; 

" If his majeitic eye you flee, \ 

" Learn hence t! cxcufe and pity me. i 

" Confider what it. is to bear 

'* The powder'd courtier's witty fneerj 

" To flee th' important man of diefs 

*' Scoffing my college-auk wardnefs ; 

** To be the ftrutting comet's fport, 

" To run the gauntlet of the court, } 

** Winning my way by flow approaches, 

^ Througli crouds of coxcombs and of coaches^. 

•* From the firft fierce cockadcd centry,, ^ 

** Quite through tlic tribe of waiting- gentry ; I 

" To pafs fo many crouded flages, . 

** And Hand the flaring of your pages ; i 

** And, after all, to crown my fplecn, 

'* Be told — " You are not to be fcen :? ' 

** Or, if you are, be forc*d to bear 

" The awe of your majeflic air. 

** And can I then be faulty found, 

'' In dreading this vexatious round ^ 

" Can it be ilrange, if I efchew 

•^ A fccne fo glorious and fo new ? 

** Or is he criminal that flies 

'* The hving lullrc of your eyes ?" 
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THE DEAN'S MANNER OF LIVING. 

f^ N rainy days alone I dine 
^^ Upon a chick and- pint of wine- 
On rainy days I dine alone. 
And pick my chicken to the boner 
But this my fervants much enrages. 
No fcraps remain to-fave board-wages*. 
Jn weather fipt I nothing fpend, . 
But often fpunge upon a friend : 
Yet, where he 's not fo rich as I, 
I pay my club, and fo good b* ye. . 



VERSES MADE FOR FRUIT. WOMEN, &(x. 

APPLES. 

/^ O M E buy my fine wares, 
V^ Plumbs, apples, and pears, 
A hundred a penny, 
In confcience too many : 
Come, will you have any ? 
My children are feven, 
I wiih them in Heaven; 
My hufband a fot. 
With his pipe and his pot, 
Not a farthing will gain them, 
And I mud maintam them, 

ASPARAGUS. 
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ASPARAGUS. 
RIPE tparagraTs, 
Fit for lad or lafs. 
To make their Watftr pafs : 
O, 'tis pretty picking 
With a teader chickca ! 

ONIONS. 

COME, follo«(r Alt by the fntelli 
Here are delicate 6taom t6 feU^ 
I promife to ufe yoo well. 
They make the %k>od wartn^r } 
You *11 feed like a farmer : 
For this is every cook's* opinion^ 
No fatroury diOi withdut an onion t 
But, left your kifling fliould be fpoil'd. 
Your onions muft.be throughly boil'd : 

Or elfe you may fpare 

Your miftrcfs a (hare, 
The fccrct will never be known 5 

She cannot difcover 

The breath of her lover. 
But think it at fweet as her own. 

O Y S T £ R S. 

CHARMING oyfterslcry: 
My mafters, come buy, 
So plump and fo frefli. 
So fweet is tlieir flefh, 



1 



No 



VERSES FOR tRVIT-WOMEN, &c. s(»3 
No Colcheller oyftcr 
Ji fwtfctto: tod ftttJiflcf ; 
Your ilomach they fettle, 
'. And roufe up yoiir metric j 
They '11 HMke yo« a did 
Of a lafs or a lad ; 
And madam your wif<ft 
•rhcy 11 pleafe to the life ; 
Be fhe barafin, ht flie Qld> 
Be ihe ilut, or he fte fcold^ 
Eat my oyflers, and lye near Ker^ 
She *11 be fruitflil> never fcAr her. 

HERRINGS. 

6 £ not fparing. 
Leave off fwearing. 
Buy my herring 
Frefli from Malahidc *, 
Better never was try*d. 
CoRte, eat them witii pure frelh buttef and mufUrd> 
Their bellies are loft, and as white as a cuflard. 
Come, fix-pence a dozen to get me fome bread. 
Or, like my own herrings, I foon jSiall be dead* 

ORANGES. 

COME buy my fine oranges, fauce fbr yotir teal,, 
And charming when fqueez'd in a pot o^ broWn ale |. 
Well roafted, with fugar and wine in a cup, 
Tbey *11 make a fweet bifbop when gjBmle^lks fup. 

♦ Near Dublin* 



JN ROVER. A LADY'S SPANITE^ 
INSTRUCTIONS TO A PAINTER*. 

TT AP P I E ST of the fpwicl-racc, : 
"■• "^ Painter, with thy colours grace : 
Draw his forehead large aod higk« . 
Draw his blue and.- humid eye i 
Draw his neck fo fmooth and rounds- 
Little neck with ribbons bound ; , . . . 
And the mu/cfy (welling breaft 
Where the Loves- and' Graces reft {, ;, 
And the fpreading even back, 
Soft, and fleek,^, and glofly black j. - 
And the tail that gently twines,. 
Like the tendrils of the vines j 
And the filky twilled hair,' 
Shadowing thick the ^velvet earj 
Velvet ears, which, hanging low, . 
O'er the 'veiny temples flow. 

With a proper light and (hade. 
Let the winding hoop be laid ; 
And within that arching bower 
(Secret circle, my (lie power)' 
In a doiuny flumber place 
Kappieft of the Spaniel race |- 
While the foft perfpiring Dame«. 
GlQwing with the fofteft flame, 

* In ridicule of Philips's poem on Mifs Carteret 
and written, it has been (aid, " to affront the iady 
" of archbilhop Boulter." N. 

On 
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On the ravifh'd favourite pours 
Balmy dew^ ambrofial lowers ! 

With thy utmoft (kill cxprefs , . 

"Nature in her richeft drcfs, 
Limpid rivers fmoothly flowing, 
Orcbards by thofe river j blowing { 
Curling *wood'biMi, myrtle fhade. 
And the gay enamelM mead ; 
Where the linnets: ik and iing. 
Little fportHngs of the Spring ; 
Where the breathing field and grov« 
Sooth'the hearty and kindle love; 
Here for me, and for the Mufe, 
Colours of rcfemblance chufe, 
Make of lineaments divine^ 
Paply femile /paniels ihine, 
Vxtny fondlings of the fair, 
Gentle damfels, gentle carei 
But to one alone impart 
All the flattery of thy art. 
Croud each feature, croud each grace. 
Which com pleat the defperate face ; 
I iCt the fpotted wanton Dame 
Feel a new refiftlefs flame ; 
Let the happieft of his race 
Win the fair to his embrace* 
But in ihade the reft conceal. 
Nor to fight tlieir joys reveal. 
Left the pencil and the Mufe 
JLoofe defires and thoughts infufe. * 

AY 
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AY AND NO, 

A TALE FROJM DUBLIN. 17J7. 

A T Dublin's hi^ fwft fate Primate as^ Dean, 
^^ Both drefs'd likp ifiTiAes, with faftod and face elcaa. 
Q^^oth Hugh of Armagh *, " The »ob is grown bold." 
<« Ay, ayV* qw)th the Deao, " the caufic is old gold." 
<« No, no,** quotli the Primate, " if cau£b$ we fift, 
<* This mifchief arife^ fiwa witty Dean Swift." 
The fmart-onc replied, " There 's »» wk in the cafe j 
^* And nothing of tl^ar ever troubled your Grace. 
« Though with yojir ftat«-fteve yowr own notio&s you 

<« fplit, 
« A Boulter by name i& no hriter of wit. 
^ It is matter of weiglit, and a mere mooey-jobb } 
*<< But the lower the coin, the higher the mob. 
^< Go tell your friend Bob and the other great folk^ 
** That finking the coin is a dangenous joke 
** The Irifh dear-joys hav£ enotigh. common £en(ie» 
«< To treat go)d reduced like Wood's cpppei pence* 
^ It is pity a Prelate 4m)u)4 die without law ; 
<• But if I fay the word — tak« care -of Armagh V* 
\ 
Dr. Swift's Anfwer to a Friend'^ Qu^flioru 

np H £ furniture that hA d«th pks^ 
-'- St. Patrick's Peaft, 99^ Sir,, im diefe^i 
The knife and fork wkh >vhtch I oati 
Andy nexty the pot tl>at bo^M-tbl) t^Ml 

* Dt^ Haeh Boulter* 
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The next to be pre/?nF*4, I (A^ink, 
Is the glafs in whick I <kil|k; 
The (helves on vthk\i lay books { k^MPi 
And the bed on which I fleep ) 
An antique dbow-ch^ir M^'^en, 
Big enough to hold the Pca«i } 
And the ftorc thj^t gives deUgJjt 
In the cold bleak wintery aigt^t i 
To thefe we add a thing bclpw. 
More for ufe referv*d than (how; 
Thefe are what the Dean 4o pleaie ; 
All fuperflupus are but tbeii:* 

APOLLO'S EDICT*. 

T RE LAND is now our royal care, 
•*• We lately fix'd our Vicejcoy there 1 
How near was (he to be undone, 
Till pious love infpir'd her Son ! 
What cannot our Vicegerent do. 
As Poet and as Patriot too ? 
Let his fuccefs our fubje^ts fway. 
Our infpirations to obey, 
And follow where He leads the wayx 
Then fludy tq c;orre^ your tailc ; 
Nor beaten paths be longer trac'd. 



} 



* This poem was originally written in I72f j the 
latter part of it was rcrpubli(hecl ij> 1743, cm the (Jeath 
of the Countefs of PonegaL N« 

No 
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No fimilc (hall be begun, 
With ri/ing or with fctting fun ; 
And \tf}^t fecret bead of Nile 
Be ever baniih'd from your ifle. 

When wretched lovers live on air, 
I beg you '11 the Camelion fpare ; 
And, when you *d make a hero grander. 
Forget he 's like a Salamander. 

Ko fon of mine (hall dare to fay, 
Aurora ujber'd-in tbe Dajf^ 
Or ever name the milfy'ivay. 

You all agree, I make no douJbt, 
Elijah's mantle is worn out. 

The bird of Jove (hall toil no more 
To teach the humble Wren to foar. 
Tour Tragic Heroes fhall not rant, 
Nor Shepherds ufe ^etic cant. 
Simplicity alone can grace 
The manners of the rural race. 
"Theocritus and Philips be 
Your guides to true fimplicity. 

When D2imon*sfouijhall take its fligit. 
Though Poets have the fecond-(ighr. 
They {hall not fee a trail of light. 
Nor ihall the vapours up*ward rife^ 
Nor a nenjofiar adorn the flties : 
For who can hope to place one there. 
As glorious as Belinda's hair? 
Yet, if his name you *d eternize. 
And mud exalt him to the -ikies-; 



} 
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Without zjfar, this may t>e done : 
So Tickell mourn'd Ids Addifon, 

If Anna's happy reign yow praifc, 
Pray, not a word of halc^'on-days ; 
Nor kt my votaries ihevv tl^ir Ikill 
In aping lines from Cooper's* Hill j 
For know, I cannot bear to hear 
The naimickry of f^eep, yet clear. 

Whene'er my Viceroy is addrefs'd, 
Againft the Phoenix I proteft. 
When Poets foar in youthful flrains. 
No P^iaeton to hold the reins. 

When you dcfcribc a lovely girl,* 
No lips of caraly teeth of pearl, 
Cupid fliall ne'er miilake another, 
However beauteous, for his mother r 
Nor ihall his darts ar random fly 
From magazine in C^elia's eye. 
With w©aieh-com pounds I am cloy'd. 
Which only pleas'd in Widdy Floyd. 
For foreign aid, what need they roam, 
Whom Fate has amply bleft at home } 

Unerring Heaven, with bounteous han4.. 
Has forra'd a model for your land, 
Whom Jove endow'd with every grace j 
The glory of the Granard race j 
Now dcftin'd by the powers divin« 
The blelfing of another line. 
Then, would you paint a matchlefs dame, 
WlK)m you 'd conlign to cndlcfs fame? 

Vol. \L m> Ii2v*^c 
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Invoke not Cythcrca's aid, 
Nor borrow from the bluc-cy'd maid; 
Nor need you on the Graces call i — 
Take qualities from Donegal. 

E P I Q R A M*. 

"DEHOLD ! a proof of Irifh fcnfe ? 
'*-' Here I rilh wit is feen ! 
When nothing 's left, that 's worth defencCf 
We build a magazine. 

Epigrams, occafioned by Dr. Swift*! intenddi 
Hofpital for Ideots and Lunaticks* 

I. 

np H E Dean muft die — our Ideots to maintain. 
**" Perilh, ye Ideots ! and long live the Dean ! 

* The Dean, in his lunacy, had fome intervals of 
fenfe ; at which time his guardians, or phyiicians, took 
him out for the air. On one of thefe days, when they 
came to the Park, Swift remarked a new buildings 
which he had never feen, and aiked what it was deiigne^ 
for. To which Dr. Kinglbury anfwered, " That, Mr. 
*< Dean, is the magazine for arms and powder^ for die 
" fccurity of the city." " Oh I oh !*' fays the Dean, 
pulling out his pocket-book, '< let me take an iUm of 
" that. This is wonh remarking : my tablets, at 
" Hamlet fays, my tablets — memory put down diat !'* 
— Which produced the above lines, faid to be the lift 
he ever wrote. N. 

U. O OENIUS 



ON DR. SWIFT'S HOSPITAL. JT« 
II. 

O GENIUS of Hibcrnia's (Ute, 
Sublimely good, feverely great ! 
How doth this lateft aft excel 
All you have done or wrote fo well I 
Satire may be the child of fpite, 
And Fame might bid the Drapier write : 
But to relieve* and to endow. 
Creature? that know not whence or howr. 
Argues a foul both good and wife, 
Refembling Him who rules the Ikies. 
Hi tO|the tlioughtful mind difplays 
Immortal Ikrll ten thoufand ways; 
And, to com pleat his glorious tafk. 
Gives what we have not fenfe to aik ! 

III. 
"L O 1 Swift to Ideots bequeaths his flore : 
Be wife, ^e rich ! — confider thus tlie poor f 

On the DEAN of ST. PATRICK'S Birth-day *, 
Nov. 30, St. Andrew's-da y. 

TJETWEEN the hours of twelve and one, 
*^ When half the world to reft were gone, 
Intranc'd in fofteft ileep I lay, 
Vorgetful of an anxious day; 
From every care and labour free. 
My foul as calm as it could be. 
• See, in Pamell's Poems, an elcg^mt compliment on 
the fame occalion. N. 

Bb » THft 
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The Queen of Dreams, well pleasM to fiiul 
An unci ill urbkl and vacant mind. 
With magic pencil trac'd my biain. 
And there flie drew St. Patrick's Dean. 
I ftraight bAeld on cither hand 
Two Saints, like Guardian Angels, (land» 
And either claiin*d him for their fqu j 
And thus the high difpute hcgun. 

St. Andrew firil, with reafon ftrong, 
Maintain'd to him he did belong : 
" Swift is njy own, by right divine, 
*• All born upon this day arc mine." 

St. Patrick faid, *' I own this true, 
'* So far he does belong to you ; 
** But in my church he 's born again, 
" My fon adopted, and my Dean. 
" When full the Chriflian'trutb I fpread, 
** The poor within this ifle I fed, 
" And darkeft errors banifli'd lience, 
** Made knowledge in their place commence ^ 
" Nay more, at ipy divine (rommand, 
" All noxious creatures fled the land. 
** I made both Peace and Plenty fmile. 
** Hibernia was my favourite iile; 
** Now bis — for he fucceeds to me, 
*' Two angels cannot more agree. 

** His joy is, to relieve tlwj poor ; 
<* Behold them weekly at his door I 
'< His knowledge too, in bright?ll rfijtt 
" He like the fun tq all conveys, 

«' Shew: 



ON tUfi HE AN* BIRTH-DAY. ^ n 

** Shews ivifibm in a fingle page, 

<< And in one hour i»Aru6ts an agd« 

•« When ruin litely ftood around 

" Th* inck)fur«s of ta^ fatred gr9wmU 

** He glorioufly did interpofe, 

«* And fav'd it from invading foes j 

*^ Fof this I claim hnmortal Swift, 

«* At my own fon, and Heaven's beft gift." . 

The Caledonian Saint^ enrs^'d. 
Now clofer in difpute engag'd, 
EiTays to prove, by tranfmigration, 
The Dean is of the Scottifli nation 5 
And, to confirm the truth, he chofe 
The loyal foul of great Mbntrofe. 
** Montrofe and He are both the fame, 
** They only differ in the nan^ : 
^* Both, heroes in a righteous cauie, 
** Allert their liberties and laws ; 
** He 's now the fame, Montrofe was then, 
** But that the/war^ is turn'd a pen j 
<» A fen of fo great power, each word 
<* Defends beyond tl\c htro'ifvaordJ* 

Now words grew high — we C4i> 'i fappafe 
Immortals ever come to blows; 
But, leil unrialy paQion fhould 
Degrade them into flefil and blood, 
An angel quick from Heaven defcends. 
And he at once the confeil ends : 

" Yc reverend pair, from ciifcord ccafc, 
^ Ye both miflake the prefent cafe j 

B b 3 «( Oae 
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'^ One kingdom cannot have pretence 

** To fo much virtue I fo much fenfe : 

*' Search Heaven's record ; and there you '11 find, 

«« That He was bom for all mankind." 

EPISTLE to ROBERT NUGENT, Esqj 

with a Picture of DEAN SWIFT,. 

BY DR. DUNKIN* 

npO gratify thy long deiire 
•*" (So Love and Piety require)^ 
From Bindon's f colours you may tract 
The Patriot's venerable face, 
The lad, O Nugent ! which his art 
Shall ever to the world impart ; 
For know, the prime of mortal men,. 
That matchlefs monarch of the pen 
(Whofe labours, like the genial fun> 
Shall through revolving s^es run. 
Yet never, like the fun, decline. 
But in their full meridian ihine)^ 
That e?er-honour'd, envied Sage, 
So long the wonder of his age. 
Who charm'd us with his golden ffarahi. 
Is not the fliadow of the Dean : 

* This elegant tribute of gratitude, as it was written 
at a period when all fufpicion of flattery muft vaniih, re- 
fle£ls the highefl honour on the ingenious Writer, and 
cannot but be agreeable to the admirers of Dr. Swift* N* 

f Samuel Bindon, efqj a celebrated painter. N. 
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He only breathes Boeotian air — 

*< Oh ! what a falling-ofF was there !** 
Hibernia's Helicon is dry. 

Invention, Wit, and Humour dicj 

And what remains againft the florm 

Of Malice, but an empty form ? 

The nodding ruins of a pile, 

Thgt flood the bulwark of this iile$ 

In which the fiilerhood was fix'd 

Of candid Honour, Truth unmix'd,- 

Impartial Reafon, Thought profound,- 

And Charity, difFuling round. 

In cheerful rivulets, the flow 

Of Fortune to the fons of woe ? 

Such<»nce, my Nugent, was thy Swift, 

Endued with each exalted gift. 
But, lo ! the pure aethereal flame 

Is darkened by a mifly Aeam : 
The balm exbaufted breathes no fmcll. 
The rofe is withered ere it fell; 
That god i ike fupplement of law. 
Which held the wicked world in awe*. 
And could the tide of faction ftem. 
Is but a fliell without the gem. 

Ye fons of genius, who would aim- 
To build an cverlafling fame.. 
And, in the field of lettered arts, 
Difplay the trophies of your paitsj 
To yonder manfion turn afide, 
Aad mortify your growing pride. 

B b 4 Behold 
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Behold the brighteil Of the race^ 
And Nature's^ Konoury iq difgrace : 
"With humble refignation ow», 
That all your talents are a loan ; 
By ProvidencQ advtnc'd £or ufe^ 
Which you ihouUi ftudy to produce*. 
Refle6l, the mental ftock, alas i 
However current now it pafs. 
May haply be recalled from you 
Before the Grave demands his due. 
Then, wbil^ your morntng-fUr proceeds^ 
Direct your courfe te worthy deeds. 
In fuU&F day difcharge your debts f 
For, when your fun of reaibn fets, 
The night fucceeds ; and all your fchemes. 
Of glory vaniih with your dreams. 

Ah ! where is now the fupple train,. 
That danc'd attendance en the Dean } 
Say, where are tho^s facetious folks. 
Who fliook with laughter at lus jokes, 
And with attentive rapture hung 
On wifdom dropping from his tongue ^ 
Who Icok'd with high difdainful pride. 
On all tlic bufy world beiide, 
And rated his produfUons more 
Than treafures of Peruvian ore h 

Good Chrifliairy .' tliey with bended knee^ 
Ingulph'd the wine, but loath the lees. 
Averting (fo the text commands). 
With ardem eyes and up-ca(l hands, 

Thi 
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The cup of forrow from their lips. 
And fly, like rats from finking ihip$. 
While fome, who by liis fricndlhip rofc 
To wealth, in concert with his fbcs» 
Run counter to their former track> 
Like old A6laeon'3 horrid pack 
Of yelling mungrils, in requitals 
To riot on their matter's vitals 5 
And, where they cannot blaft his laurek^ 
Attempt to ftigmatize his morals ; 
Through Scandal's magnifyiHg-glali^ . 
His foibles view, but virtues pafs^ 
And on the ruins of his fame 
Ere£^ an ignominious name. 
So vermin foul, of vile extraftion. 
The fpawn of dirt and putrefa6tion^ 
The founder members traverfe q'er. 
But fix and fatten on a fore. 
Hence ! peace, ye wretches, who revile 
His wit, his humour, and his ftyle j 
Since all tlie mongers which he drew^ 
Were only meant to copy you ; 
And, if the colours be not fainter, 
Arraign yourfelves, and not the painter* 

But, O ! that He, who gave him breathy 
Dread arbiter of life and death ;• 
That He, the moving foul of all,. 
The fleeping fpirit would recall, 
And crown him with triumphant meeds, 
For all liis pafl heroic deeds, 
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In maniions of unbroken red. 
The bright republick of the blefs*d ! 
Irradiate hk benighted mind 
With living light of light refin*d ; 
And thefe the blank of thought employ 
With obje£ks of immortal joy ! 

Yety while he drags the fad remains 
Of life, flow-creeping through his veins^ 
Above the views of private ends^ 
The tribuury Mufe attends. 
To prop his feeble fteps, or fhed^ 
The pious tear around his bed. 

So Pilgrims, with devout complaints, - 
Frequent the graves of martyr*d Saints^ 
Infcribe their worth in artlefs lines. 
And, in their ftead, embrace their fhrines. 

Inscription intended for a Monument. 1765* 
C* AY, to the Drapier's vaft unbounded fame, 
^ What added honours can the Sculptor give ? 
None. — 'Tis a fau£Uon from the Drapier's name 
Muft bid the Sculptor and his Marbk live. 

Epigram occafioned by the above Inscription. 

TT7H1CH gave the Drapier birtb two realms contend; 
^ ^ And each afTerts her Poet, Patriot, Friend : 
Her mitre jealous Britain may deny j 
That lofs Icrnia's laurel ihall fupply : 
Through life's low vale, (he, grateful, gave him bread; 
Her vocal floues ihall vindicate him dead. 

J 766. B.N. 
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